The Cane toad times by unknown

In 1977, when the world was young and the cane toad menace was creeping 
south past the border, the original Cane Toad Times was born. It was a 
brash, bold, badly laid-out young thing. That first Cane Toad went for seven 
issues, or was it eight? The exact number is lost in the mists of time .... 
or slime. 
Cane Toad Times was, and is again, compiled by a bunch of wackos 
that the commercial media, quite rightly, will have nothing to do with. But 
some things must be said, the insanity of life in Queensland and beyond 
must be described and explained, in vivid, if misleading, detail. 
This issue concentrates on Queensland, a cathartic experiment: Maybe 
if we write and draw about it, everything will go away. And somebody 
mentioned that there is an election coming up. 
-
Not all the issues of Cane Toad Times will be about Queensland. The 
next one is' .going to look at religion and death. So, if you have any thoughts 
on those subjects, or any subjects, or any thoughts, please send them to us. 
We are essentially looking for· excell�nce in all forms, except poetry. 
Writings, drawings and photos would be appreciated. The Cane Toad lurks in 
P.O. Box 321, Woolloongabba Q. 4102. 
P.S. The Cane Toad would like to thank Rupert, whose generous donation helped get this 
issue off the ground. 
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WE'.RE JUST HERE FOR THE 
FEAR 
A desperate journey into the 
1¥"\. Queensland Heart of Darkness; habitual "- r1 paranoia. Written by Someone Else. 
QUEENSLANDITJS 
The diagnosis is advanced jingoism 
with parochial insularity; political 
A.I.D.S. 
HORSES FOR COURSES 
Your old mate and investment adviser, 
Trots O'Toole gives the form in the 
1,.... State of Queensland Cup. Can Bodgie 
""1111. 1 Boy head Hayseed Hegemony? 
ROOTING OUT THE WASTE 
� Matt Mawson trips on the way out 
�of the archives. Photo. 
. LETTER TO THE HOME 
PEOPLE 
All Ho Chi Minh City thrills to news 
......_ of Mr. Bjelke-Coalition from wandering I' prodigal Fuoc Yarg Nai. 
MEDIA LIBERATION FRONT 
Exclusive interview with the secret 
CX) M.L.F. leaders. We print their horrifying plans for a media cleansing. 
PARTY DOWN 
The Consumer Watch-Toad investigative 
report on Queensland's political groups 0 comes complete with an impressive 
wall chart for framing. Read it and 
p- weep. 
THE VIPER 
In a future as close as tomorrow the ('l Viper returns. Emil Blot chronicles. 
p- Your prey is out there .... somewhere. 
READING THE ENTRAILS 
The one true history of the Tribes 
of the �orth. Will the Mysterious M Mandate be manifest? We read the 
p- portents in the cane toad gizzards. 
QUEENSLAND SECESSION 
LIFTOUT 
THE FIRST FABULOUS 
SEVENTH NATIONAL 
CHEVROLET COMPETITION 
Just when you thought it was safe 
......_ _ to read Page 17, the ominous fins 
1' appear. - A chrome and cubes 
p- extravaganza. 
BIG THINGS 
What are they? Where are they? A Cane 
Toad Special Report on Larger-than-
I'IIW"'\ Life Land, South-East Queensland, 
'tAl where Big Things range from the Big 
p- CoW to the Big Spaghetti Fork . 
CONTINENTAL KILLER QUILT � A macabre bedtime story with blood 
�I and feathers everywhere. Damien 
· 
" ...,. Ledwich pads out the plot. 
RHYMING BRAIN DEATH 
Warning: Poetry is a mental health 
hazard. 
'() ARE YOU A POET? QUIZ 
�I Find _out if Y?U have been infected with " ...,. creepmg poet1sm. _ 
, MUPPETS OF TRUTH 
The Hawke Ministry remade in the ... CX) image of V's favourite felt brains. 
�I We get to the bottom of the Kermit 
" ...,. Problem. 
A SUBURBAN ODYSSEY 
Taxi trauma with 12 bots, no florists, � New Paradise, 30 eggs, 2 blocks of 
� c_hocolate, a fish, chips, and not enough 
" "'IIII sleep. A short story by Errol O'Neill. 
DRAWINGS- JUDY DUNN 
At last some white space on the page ::::::; to rest the weary eyes. Miss a turn 
"- r1 and read slowly. · 
AMERICANS- WHAT ARE 
HOW TO SUCCEED AT SECESSION ·THEY REALLY LIKE? 
Failing state separatism you could � Sasha Middleton cracks their code 
try a personal approach and cut your- " ...,. and reveals the facade behind the 
le� off. M facade. 
BANANALAND UBER ALLES --------------
Swillin' 
'
has split visions. "Some people 60 PEANUTS 
- say that livestock coold not handle M Mickey Mouse journalism with Jana � the. ·comph!�!ties . of, a preferential 1¥"\. Wendt. John Carey scores a draw � votmg system . , . . . - "- r1 with his new airbrush. . 
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early commandants and 
Bjelke-Petersen's ideological 
predecessor, presided over the most 
vicious and pointless excesses ever to 
disgrace the sordid history of Austral­
ian penal colonies. Constant periods 
in the treadmill, floggings to death, 
starvation and torture were all part 
of Logan's plan to create a climate of 
fear to keep the populace quiet. 
The politics of fear has been -part 
and parcel of Queensland life ever 
since. Almost 40 years of Labor rule 
between 1915 and 195_7 did little to 
allay the fear. Their socialism was doc­
trinaire, their methods totalitarian and 
their policies reflected the narrow mind­
edness of the cat'"tolic country boys who 
dominated the Australian Workers 
Union which, as the largest union in the 
state, dominated the Labor Party in a 
high handed way. 
It was the A.L.P. that banned street 
marches and sent in the police to bash 
marchers. It was the A.L.P. that intro­
duced the gerrymander in a vain 
attempt to hang on to power by max­
imizing the vo-te of the rural workers. 
Labor left off. In the past their 
party organization was dominated by 
the shadowy, neo-facist League _ of 
Rights whose tenets of faith include 
the inferiority of non-white races and 
the existence of an international Jewish 
conspiracy with such diverse members 
as Karl Marx arid Henry Ford. 
Now· of course the party is firmly in 
the hands of Bjelke-Petersen and his 
cabal of technocrats like Allan Callag­
han. They run the state CIS an adjunct 
of the transnational corporations with 
the same old totalitarian authority. 
Bjelke-Petersen himself is the prod­
uct of the darkest recesses of Austre�lian 
intellectual life. For crying out loud, 
the guy spent his formative years tiving 
with cows and when he decided to 
ehter public life it was via the Lutheran 
Church and the Kingaroy Debating 
Club. His horizons are the quick 
profits to be made ripping down the 
Australian bush, which is what he did 
before entering parliament. 
The Bjelke-Petersen government is 
littered with deep, unanswered 
questions but none so disconcerting as 
exactly what the eighteen members of 
Special Branch actually do with their 
time and why. 
Their recent spycatching efforts 
have stretched to browbeating the 
Brisbane City Council for the names 
on petitions calling for free speech in 
the mall. This particular stunt is just a 
taste of the gross, blatant, unprofess­
ional and pathetic methods of operat­
ions employed by ·Queensland's large 
and powerful secret police force. 
The Special Branch is responsible 
only to the Police Commissioner who 
interprets his political role very widely 
and gives the Special Branch wide 
latitude in their 'work'. 
Some background to the recent· 
Lorelle Saunders ca-se shows how much 
Special Branch can get away with and 
what their priorities are. Saunders was 
a detective charged with receiving 
stolen guns and plotting to murder 
a senior police officer. She beat the 
rap when a crucial piece of evidence 
was found to be manufactured. 
But the inside word, the product of 
the factional hothouse that the Queens­
land police force has always been, is 
a paranoid saga that goes to the heart 
of the Sunshine State experience. 
Perhaps (the rumours g_o) Saunders was 
working for ASIO and the guns were 
to set up the Ananda Marga. She has 
the military background that suggests 
someone on an undercover operation 
and the modus operandi was success­
fully used in Sydney to put away 
Marghis who thought they were on a 
spray painting jaunt. 
But Saunders was spurned by her 
lover, Superintendent Lobegeiger, and 
she decided to fix him at the same time. 
Her informer and front man, Dodds, 
squealed on her and she was charged. 
Only, now that her connections are 
clear, the police are supposed to have 
tampered with the evidence to get her 
off and implicate Dodds. This is what 
Special Branch does with its time. 
Other branches of the police force 
also have a political role, notably Task 
Force, a bunch of over-fed anti-terrorist 
heavies who have a lot of time on their 
hands and do little with it but hassle 
punks and start fights in hotel car parks. 
And, of course, the Drug Squad. The 
methods-of operation of the Queensland 
Drug Squad are almost exactly the opp­
osite of methods used in other states. 
In other states the chase is on for the 
Mr Bigs who finance, import and market 
huge quantities of heroin, on the 
assumption that by cutting off the 
source they solve the problem. In 
Queensland the Drug Squad, for their 
own particular reasons, are not inter­
ested in the Mr Bigs; they let Terry 
Clarke, boss of the Mr Asia syndicate, 
go when they had him on a plate. 
Whilt they are interested in is over· 
time-creating, but economically unprof- :;:;: ignorant (particularly of anything to do itable, raids against minor offenders :;:;: with sex). Arts funds are splurged on because raids breed fear. �;�:: Babylonic monuments to themselves in Fear of �he raid is probably the t: symbolic grey concrete or frittered single greatest component of Queens-
:;:;: away on a bunch of no talent National land paranoia. The undisputable know- ;:_;:_: Party hacks like the Lyric Opera Comp-ledge that one morning, sooner or any. 
later, you are going to wake up with a !J The Queensland government has service pistol in· your face and a vicious, 
;:;:: simply refused millions of Common­rabid dog loose in your bedroom, lives 
-:
·
:· wealth dollars each year because they 
with all Queenslanders who have sue- :;:;: suspected the motives of Fraser's 
cum bed to the pleasures of the weed. :-:-: "socialist" government. I mean whose 
And while the quick trip down to the :�:�:- side are these people on? They come on station and through the Magistrates ::::: as though they would not be adverse Court for a $300 fine is not much more ::::: to putting everyone who isn't in the 
than a judicial tap on the knuckles (un- ::;:: Bjelke-Petersen Foundation mailing list 
less you happen to be a public servant), ::::: 1 k d ff 
the whole point is to create a climate 
��-��-: �v:0ns�he catt e true s an ° to gas 
of fear 'that keeps dissidents and dev- :-:-: Advertising is another arm of iants busy with worry, full of doubt, 
·:·:
· Queensland's coercive apparatus. Who 
and off the government's back. f: can forget "Life is Great in the Sunshine 
r: State", "You can Count on a Queens­
;:;: lander" and "What do you Love about 
:;:: Queensland" as high points of ideo­
.
.. _. logical formation that came straight 
:::: from the backrooms of National Party �;�: headquarters to the advertising agents 
·:·: dowri the road. But no advertising :::: 
Cleaning up your act is no defence, 
they will just plant it on you and verbal 
you down the station. The Drug Squad 
needs to be cleaned up. The smack 
they put through their network of in­
formers and agents probably keeps over 
half the addicts in Brisbane supplied. 
No big drug cache in police hands is safe 
from being ripped off by the cops them­
selves. Vide-otaping all interviews and 
following South Australia's lead in 
establishing a register of assets for Drug 
Squad officers would go some of the 
way to deter malpraotice. 
But it is not just the police who have 
a coercive political role. All government 
departments not only serve their polit­
ical masters, which is how a democracy 
should work, but they also work to 
instil an uncritical acceptance of all that 
is conservative. The Housing and 
Welfare Departments are run to punish 
the poor, and Education to keep people 
.. 
:-:
· 
slogan is more telling, more revealing 
:::: of the real issues in Queensland political 
:::: psychology, than the slogan of the long­:::: time Darling Downs smallgoods manu­:::: facturer, Huttons: (in big letters so you 
;:;: don't miss the point) DON'T ARGUE :::: (in small lett�rs)Huttons is the best. 
' p 
t 
---------------� 
-----
0 
1 ' • 
:;:; So why do we continue to live in 
:;:: this pit of fear and twisted ideology :;:: that is Queensland? I think that like �:�: moths attracted to the light that will 
·:·: destroy them, some people, some :::: Oueenslanders cannot deny their innate 
:::: larrikin, outlaw selves and leave a 
:::: tyrant unchallenged. It is in the genes 
:_::_
::_·�- and after that first confrontation with the coercive apparutus, a confrontation 
:::=: that they state, in whatever form, 
.
·
.
·
. ;:;:: usually wins in an overwhelming show ;�:�: of strength, then the young Queens­
:-:-: land troublemaker has felt the rush of 
.·.·. 
;:;:: adrenalin and the knowledge that the 
.·
.
·
. 
·
:-:· bastards are weak, scared and, in the last ..... :;:;: analysis, paper tigers who will fall into r: disarray and begin dismembering them­
-:-:· selves in long forgotten tribal rituals as r:- ·soon as they are confronted with a 
:;:: whiff of their own inevitable defeat. :-:· They know that; and they know that :::: 
::;: their intransigence and inhumanity will' 
:;:: reap the rewards they deserve. It's the 
·.·. law of karma and Joh knows that his t savagery to the environment and to the 
-:-:. people of Queensland will have an equal f and opposite reaction and he himself 
;:;: will suffer. His totalitarianism is just an 
;:;: attempt to put off that day and, as he 
;:;: becomes more intractible, his opposit­
:::: ion becomes more intractible and they :::: will not be satisfied until Joh and Russ f. join Mussolini on the Butcher's hooks. 
:::: ... 
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Bobby 
Sparkes and Joh accounted to the 
people via the medium of the press 
conference. 
One question caught Joh and Sparksey on the hop, 
but men of their calibre are not to be diverted by 
answering such questions. Both turned venomous gazes 
to the hapless interviewer. 
"Where have you sprung from? I've never seen you 
before, "quoth the Peanut Premier. "Are you from 
down South?" 
End of the line for the Socialist Southerner, 
and a report appeared the next day giving 
game, set and match to the dynamic duo. 
The assumption that Queenslanders are 
inherently superior is one that the Premier 
has always had, and advertising agencies 
picked up the idea about three years ago. 
The Bank of Queensland was the first one, 
with the highly adaptable "You can count 
on a Queens-land-er". Since then Errol 
Stewart has suggested that only Queens­
landers are equal to the task of refrigerator 
maintenance ("We're Queenslanders, we look 
after you"), while Tracksons, a company 
with "years of service to Queenslanders" 
are apparently doing it right for me. 
This new mood is right on for an aggressive 
Queensland business lobby. Once a puny 
weakling, Queensland business now kicks 
sand in the faces of the other states while 
courting the alluring figure of overseas capital. 
(Sometimes, however, the alluring figure 
wears falsies. Remember that well known 
comedy trio of Brych, H ovart, and Oskar? 
And when is the first stage of Mr. lwisaki's 
marsh reclamation project going to" be fin· 
ished?) 
For. many years Queensland was a branch 
state. The local whizz-kids who made it as 
Queensland managers had to go south to 
zoom up the corp.orate ladder, and there 
was real resentment at companies whose 
operations were in Queensland bu\. whose 
administration was elsewhere. 
The mineral boom and the abolition 
of death duties attracted a new type 
of resident to Queensland, the self· 
made man. (Who said "I owe my 
commercial life to the Premier".) 
One of the big attractions for these 
people was the Queensland Cabinet, 
which boasts one tertiary degree. 
Most of the self-made men enthusiastically 
adppt Queensland. Their concession towards 
their former life is to barrack for New South 
Wales at the State of Origin match every 
year. The existence of these matches is an 
excellent example of the Queensland desire 
to at least be seen to be winning. 
A few years ago the selectors would 
regularly round up thirteen players after 
a few scratch matches, cloth them in 
maroon, tell them they were playing for 
the pride of their mates, put a firebrand 
coach in charge, and then watch them 
recieve a shellacking from a slick 
southern side fuelled by the profits 
of poker machines. 
The last point especially stuck in the craw 
of zealous League administrators. The reason 
that they won every time was not because 
they were better players, but because the 
immoral bastards bled their citizens through 
poker machines. The clubs then had enough 
money to buy the best Queensland players, 
who backed up the next year for New South 
. Wales at Lang Park. 
it's "better for the game if you 
players where they are". 
Admirable sentiments, Senator. It's a pity 
he didn't have a lciok at a "Brisbane" team 
that played earlier this year, when four out of. 
the thirteen players came from Brisbane., 
But advertising, football, and business are 
really only the trappings. For now Queens­
land is the only mainland state that is safe 
from the "vortex of socialism." This whirl­
pool theory is a variation of the I ong es­
tablished domino theory. 
While Victorians, South Australians, 
and Western Australians (we've always 
known about New South Welshfolk) 
rather stupidly allow each vote the same 
value, in Queensland the rural sector has 
wisely taken over. 
Pinko Liberals have been given the 
bum's rush by the ruling junta, and any 
citizen in doubt has only to turn on the 
news to watch the Premier giving us 
the good oil. 
The message is always the same. "Queens­
land is different. Let's keep it that way". Or, 
in a more long-winded fashion, "Now, more 
than ever, Queensland needs Joh and the 
Nationals". 
It's like a disease. Queenslanditis. Addicts 
can register by subscribing to the Daily Sun. 
Southerners reeling from the red menace can 
obtain political asylum by subscribing to the 
Bjelke-Petersen foundation. Terminal cases 
become real estate salespeople who prove 
their patriotism by selling the state. 
What of the future? Direct flights 
between Launceston and Coolongatta, 
completing any pink stain. Electoral 
rolls to be called at the State of Origin 
match which is taken away from Lang 
Park and placed in a natural ampitheatre 
flanked by the Bunya Mountains. The 
Brisbane River subdivided. President 
Marcos to advise on electoral reform. 
Surfers Paradise to become the state's 
capital. The state borders patrolled by 
the army of Queensland, keeping the 
citizens in. 
Rooting 
Out 
the 
Waste 
Matt Mawson 1973/83 
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etter to the Home People 
Hello! Hello! A big packet of cheerios for 
you all, the truely beloved family and friends 
of you know who me! How you going heh? 
Now is it six months since I am coming here 
on the r.·v, koala plane, would you believe, 
and as you will see with your own eyes, writing 
words in the language here is comin$ to me 
well and it is very much for the credtt of my 
teacher that this is happening so soon and 
early. 
You know he is telling me 
always watch the television and 
read the papers and talk to the 
people in the shops when I buv 
the things that are here in 
Australia made and everything. 
Truely, I am doin(: all this 
too and yes indeed it ts working 
like the charm! Heck I have now 
so much to tell you of This very 
moment I am hardly knowing· 
where to start! 
The good thing is that I am 
writing down in a big book all 
the new th!:c'n s that I am learning 
and this is or me very positive 
and a big a vantage. It is in this 
way that I understand how the 
words mean to me, and if I am in 
luck with the head I can have a 
memory of them when I see 
them two times and more. Still 
�even yet are there some words 
which are coming only slowly 
into the understanding and this is 
a hard on for me. 
Particularly is there one word 
which I am always reading, read­
ing and I am not very under­
standinp about it and that is 
"crisis' . 
My good teacher has said to 
me yes sirree "The Australian" is 
the very best' paper of all here 
and it is in thts paper that I am 
seeing the word so many, many 
times and still I cannot know 
what it is meaning. 
Every day, maybe two or 
three even �ore times, "The 
A-ustralian" is saying to me for one sample yes 
the Hawke Government is plunged into yet 
another crisis again. 
This Hawke man seems like ·he is always 
plunging into the crisis and I am thinking 
sometimes maybe this crisis thing is some 
kind of P.ool for the swimming Australians, you 
know, like the Carter President man in America 
who was always jogging, jogging to get in the 
proper fit, I think for his suits for something. 
But if this is all fair dinkum and properly 
understood by me, it is hard to know why the 
paper is always having to say this every day like 
some other papers with the tits and bum girls. 
Surely the pe_ople must have th�ir interest 
lost tn such thtngs day after day wtth so much 
reading. 
If it was up to me I would be saying to the 
paper owner dear sir or madam why do you tell 
me and the many readers always these same 
things about the Hawke Government and not 
something with the big interest behind it or 
maybe even something for the belly laughs. It 
is this that the paper should be doing I think. 
Anyway, I_ should be stopping all this 
whingeing Pommy business and tel/in� you 
instead of my very favourite person tn the 
Brisbane city - the Premier Man, Mister 
Bjelke-Coalitton! 
The big reason for him being so favourite 
with me is that he talks so very easily for me to 
understand. I am always listening very, very 
closely to him because at the end of it all I 
will be understandin� what he has said and 
meant exactly and thts is surely very good for 
the many people in their homes. 
He is a very old and wise man too and this 
must surely also be good, I think, for he will be 
making it his business all the time that the 
things do not change too quickly or much at all 
or that the people do not fall into the trap 
of the anarchy and bad morals that are the btg 
plague everywhere else, 'especially in the 
· Sydney city where all the loverboys live and 
are very naughty with each other, so I am 
. reading and heartng. 
The Mister Bjelke-Coalition is also very 
popular with me even more so because he is 
· always telling me honestly and sincerely 
where the red people are under the beds. 
He is worktng, working to get rid of them 
too, expecially now near the election time, 
because they are ever so slow� but surely 
nevertheless undermining the bres of this 
society of which I am- so prou to be a tiny 
part of with the fellow Queenslanders and 
others. 
I am not being very certain about what will 
be happening in the election and this to me is a 
funny thing, though not ha ha funny as they 
say. I am making close studies of the politics 
before it, but still it is hard to be understand­
ing. 
. Mister Premier's helpers were used to being, 
the Liberal people, but they have come into 
the big trouble and strife with him for making 
a hanky panky with the Socialist A.L.P. people 
without the faces. 
Here, it is important for you 
to know that the A. L.P. people 
are like the loverboys wtth the 
A.I.D.S. disease. Anybody else 
who has the close contact with 
them or is the fellow traveller 
in the public transport surely 
catches the political A.I.D.S. 
disease. 
The Mister Premier knows that 
there is no cure or even an,r. 
treatment and the Liberals wtll 
surely die the big death in the 
election. But that is their fault 
for making the hanky panky and 
the big racket in the first place. 
Mister Bjelke-Coalition warned 
them, so there. It is all very 
strange but true. 
Another bad thing which the 
Premier man is fighting for us is 
the no dam no nuclear power no 
nothing except the land rights 
now people. 
We must surely keep the 
watches on for these people 
because they have been sent 
here by the communists to 
stop the big growth and recovery 
of the Australian economy which 
has been on the skids since 
Mister Whit/am and the socialist 
exP.eriments which inevitably 
fatled. 
The cheap electricity and the 
many jobs are very necessary to 
· put this country back on the 
right path and everything and 
these people are stopping this 
which ts a bad thing for sure. 
But they are also paying no respect for the 
law and order, always fighting, fighting with 
the police who are our protectors. Even when 
they are not fighting, they are undermining the 
law and order by getting the governments to 
change the law. For a sample, once the 
Tasmania dam was good, now it ts a no no. 
This is a big worry for me for I am very 
happy with the old law and order and I am 
thtnking that they should not be allowed to 
change it. Surely, if the law is always to be 
changed like this, there can be no order and 
only the confusion and anarchy instead. 
This is not sounding like a good place to be 
living but that is not so. Mister Bjelke-Coalit­
ion is always fightin�, fighting for the little 
people like me. Besides I am meeting man:y 
nice people who are wanting me to join thetr 
parties and come to their homes, they are so 
friendly. I am so wishing you could see the 
wonderful life I am having now. There 
are truely many freedom loving people .here. 
FUOC YARG NAI'-
.. MAX HARRIS. The world's only anarchist fascist, 
he believes in total liberty for himself, including the right 
to tell everybody else what to do whether they like it or 
not. A recent show of hands revealed that nobody has 
read one of his articles since late July, 1969 and apparently 
the Australian now makes him do his own type-setting. 
The status quo should be formally acknowledged by 
placing him in a dark room for the rest of his life with 
nothing but his own thoughts and an occasional Herzog 
film tor company. 
KARL MALDEN. On the Streets of San Francisco, an 
A.I.O.S. infect�d American Express card finds its target. 
Damn, beaten by terminal nose cancer. His hat had all the 
acting talent anyway. 
.. SYLVIA DA COSTA ROQUE . ·For smug self­
righteous 'commonsense' above and beyond the call of 
duty even for a Queensland Newspapers' Columnist. Putting 
her in an oven set at one degree for every instance of 
sychophantic name dropping will result in instantaneous 
incineration. 
JOHN LAWS: While on air, Laws swallows a fly, his 
quick-thinking secretary pours liquid Mortein down his 
throat, destroying his vocal chords. He flees into retirement 
with a voice not unlike Mickey Mouse's. 
WAYNE ROBERTS: The Poo is pushed down the 
Newspaper House liftwell by "Oiedre", his on-air verbal 
punching bag, and dies in hospital of. ruptured hoonays. 
•JOY MUIR. On appearance at a western suburbs shop­
ping centre, she is rushed by a group of pensioners who 
want speech therapy. Forced backwards, she is crushed 
by a stampede of shopping trolleys being shoplifted from 
Beth and Lesth. 
RICHARD GERE. After his film 'The Big Hunk 
Who Screws Everybody' flops, Gere, finally realising 
his lack of talent, becomes a guinea pig for a UCLA course 
on sexually-transmitted diseases. He dies after 18 months 
of Cerebral AI OS. 
+ Bl LL Y J SMITH This sort of football com-
mentator gives imbecilic obesity a bad name. To be buried 
up to his neck at the fifty yard line and the kick off whistle -
blown. 
BABETTE STEPHENS: Confined to a stretcher 
when her jowls begin to restrict her breathing, she finally 
chokes yelling "I've got a secret" to the nurses, trying to 
untangle her eyelashes. 
NORMAN MAY: "Old Pigface", his eyes permanent­
ly closed due to folds of skin joining, attempts to call swim­
ming races in Braille, but breaks his fingers during a close 
finish. He retires to an obesity farm where he and Robert 
Muldoon reminisce about Springbok tours. 
+KIRK DOUGLAS. The man who had Victor Mature's, 
chest grafted onto his chin and winner of the Mick Jagger 
Award for services to Australian Folk History. His white 
cowboy hat will be sabotaged to shrink inexorably until his 
clilip�s oot. 
· 
MIKE WILLESEE For crimes against sincerity and 
for televised holidays in other peoples misery, condemned 
to be thrown to the mutant killer seals of Bass Strait. 
THE TABBERERS . ... will be taken by radio-controlled 
sharks while dipping their pinkies in the warm Tahitian 
waters. Hopefully the sharks will also take a good per­
centage of Club Med's clients in a rapid blood frenzy. 
JANE FONDA. She will exercise to death when her 
workout record gets stuck. 
:( ·,.. . ,. ,_ }:- I' \ ·j\� .. . �· - . 
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• .PAUL BONGIORNO. Police are investigating the 
killing of local television personality Paul Bongiorno. 
The post mortem revealed that Bongiorno was stabbed 
60 times and aftershave lotion poured into the wounds. 
Then the body was cut into pieces with a butcher's knife. 
Bongiorno's left arm segment was found clutching his 
beloved Walkley Awards. His body segments .formed the 
Channel '0' logo, strewn over this were Bongiorno's c'ol­
lection of satellite photos. The letters M.L.F. written 
in his blood, were painted on the wall of his flat. Det­
ectives are' baffled and are seeking public assistance in their 
inquiries. 
GRANT KENNY/LISA CURRY: Kenny & 
Curry become the Chamberlains of the late 80's. After con­
ceiving a child out of wedlock (but in drydock) and dis­
covering it has webbed hands and feet, they are imprisoned 
for killing the child by suction in the Valley Pool filter 
system. 
• BRIAN CAHILL. How can a person with such little 
talent and such bad taste in ties be so conceited? The 
final solution is to drop him into a deep shaft with every 
other talking head who has tried to parlay media med­
iocrity into a conservative political career. Then drop 
their press clipping files on them. 
KOO STARK. On a tour of a Royal Navy sub., she is; 
blinded by 36 photographers from News of the World 
flashing at once, trips into the torpedoe docks and is shot 
up the tubes. 
THE PHANTOM. The Pigmy Bandar People's Liberation 
Army infect Devil with rabies. Diana runs off_ with a 
Thugee. There is starch in the purple jump suit. Let 
Nature take its course. 
• BABETTE STEVENS and MELODY ILIFFE. 
· 
They will bore each other to death when they are myster­
iously trapped in a Chandler's ad. 
THE FAMILY CIRCUS. See P.J. P.J. !1as a chain 
saw. Brrmm, Brrmm goes the chain saw. P.J. has been 
·forced to wear nap pies for twenty years. Brrmm, Brrmm. 
See Mommy and Daddy go to pieces. Will the circle be 
unbroken? 
•  BOB HOPE. The unwise cracking bogeyman af!d the 
ghost of christmas-variety-specials-past counting - telling 
him a joke less than twenty years old should overload 
his pacemaker and let the U.S. Government cancel the 
Central American War planned for his next T.V. show. 
KEVIN HUMPHREYS. A man from a humble 
Balmain background, Humphreys never had the wit to 
ingratiate himself with the establishment like his brother, 
Barry. Should start a Canberra lobbying business with 
David Combe, or however you spell it. 
LECH WALESA. A living example of the failure of 
Socialism. When you ban free enterprise, you get Poland's 
Dick Smith thinking he's a statesman, a politician and 
a trade unionist. Condemned to deprivation of media 
exposure for one calendar month. 
RUSSELL SCHNEIDER. The Australian's political 
'expert', Schneider is responsible for getting Tory prejudice 
out of the editorials and back onto the front page where 
it belongs. A good argument for journalists facing the 
people every three years. Condemned to a position of 
responsibility and having the nation actually follow his 
advice. 
•JACKIE MACDONALD ... will be made to watch 
video replays of herself for fifteen minutes - which is 
enough to turn any human's central nervous system into 
jelly. If she isn't dead at the end of that, we will know 
she is an android. 
Compiled py the MEDIA 
LIBERATION FRONT 
GEORGE NEGUS will be taken out by friends 
in Lebanon when he next shows disbelief at their callous 
disregard for human life. 
BERNARD KING. He will be made to eat his haute­
cuisine slop until he bursts, then he will be weighed down 
with all his crappy costume jewellery and dumped for the 
sharks off Point Lookout ... 
+ LEYLAND BROTHERS. They will die in the Great 
Stoney Desert when they find that their water supply has 
turned to cats piss. 
MIKE WALSH. After a lurid report in the T.V. Week, 
on the affair of Walsh and Jeannie Little by John Michaei­
Howsen, Walsh and Little have Howsen shot. Howsen's 
'just-a-friend', Dr Wright, gains revenge by choking Walsh 
with a box of tampons . 
. LADY Dl. Known as 'desert head' after a tragic· ac-
cident with a blow dryer. She dies while sunbaking under 
a horse at Sandringham, when the corgies try to bury a 
bone in her skull. 
DAVID FROST Frost suffocates on one of his 'Guinness 
Book of Records' specials, trying to find out how long his 
head could stay up Angela Rippon's bum. 
.. PHI LIP ADAMS. Film Producer, Philip Adams died 
yesterday at Kaboola Beach, Fiji when a terrier called 
'Pete' fell from a tenth floor window ledge and struck Mr 
Adams on the head. 
BERT NEWTON. Due to heat of studio lighting, glue 
from Bert's toupee runs down to his jaw, welding his 
mouth open in a manic grin. In this helpless position, 
Pete Smith beats him to death with one of Bert's cardboard 
replicas. 
+'STEFAN will be found totally bald, tied to an ant 
bed in his penthouse palm tree forest, babbling something 
about Terry Clark still owing him for the last shipment. 
N a-one will ever know what really happened. 
TRACEY WICKHAM. Tracey is what the Chinese 
call a capitalist swimming dog. She is also the only person 
ever to have been born joined to her own father in tile 
hip pocket region. Condemned to a life of further sub-
jugation to family and country. 
+ REDGUM will be hung by their noses until they stop 
whining then a crazed Vietnam Vet will machete them 
apart for sentimentalizing war. 
LARRY PICKERING. Hang on, that's not my bad 
taste denim cap that's a claymore mine .: .. Whoomp!! 
SIMON TOWNSHEND will be sent on a story about 
poisoned pet food and will die after inadvertently eating 
the poisoned Pal from a mysteriously mislabelled can. 
BO DEREK. After holding her stomach in for 6 months 
playing the lead in 'The Hunchback of Notre Dame' Derek's 
internal organs give out. Her husband John goes on to 
marry a department store mannequin. 
JANA VENDT. During a bout of glandular fever which 
expanded .Qc.r.n jilw,_e.v.en further, Vendt did a story on 
a scandal involving an autistics' home. While poking her 
swollen head through the home's besser brick fence, she 
became stuck. The autistic children inside poked her with 
sticks until Vendt died of exposure. 
+MOLLY MELDRUM. Meldnun is expelled from 
the Commonwealth after an appearance on Countdown 
by the Queen Mother, when he asks if she slipped the 
tongue in. He dies in obscurity in the New Hebrides at 
Milan Brych's Mumble Clinic. 
Shattering tradition, this highly-secret organisation has ·permitted a 
spokesperson to go public in a bid to recruit new members. With 
increased police activity and tightening legal constraints, more and 
more members of the Media Liberation Front are facing imprison­
ment, heavy fines, or confiscation of viewing privileges. 
Our Melbourne correspondent recently recorded this interview 
at a half-way house for MLF 'hit' people, concealed deep in the 
Otway Ranges ... 
C. T. T. How did theM. L. F. start? 
M. L.F. There were about six of us. In the 
start that is. We were all pretty 
pissed off with T.V .. . .  it was a 
non-ratings period you see, and 
'Skippy' and all that sort of crap 
was driving us crazy. Finally we 
decided to stop talking and start 
acting • . . to try to improve the 
standard of the telly by a systemized 
pattern of culling ... 
C. T. T. You mean murder? 
M.L.F. Well, that's a fairly strong word. We 
prefer 'waste'. It's a bit of a trade 
term and it makes us feel more pro­
fessional. 
C. T. T. How did you go about it then? 
M.L.F. Not easy. We were out of work at 
the time and it takes money - real 
money - to bump off every ob­
noxious media figure in the country. 
I mean the I.R.A. have some pretty 
hefty backers, but it's a slow process 
when you've only got six people and 
the local gun-shop won't cash dole 
cheques. We tried to get a grant from 
the· Australia Council calling it 
'performance art' but we haven't 
heard back from them yet 
C. T. T. So your objective was to kill every­
one on T.V.? 
M.L.F. Oh no - not at all. I mean you 
couldn't 'waste' one of those vacuous 
models on 'Sale of the Century'. 
They're dull all right but not essent­
ially dangerous and certainly we'd 
get no media coverage out of it. 
It's people like that fucking Dynamo 
ad moron who really make us puke .. 
and Mrs Marsh. It's ones like them 
that have to go - and soon. They're 
insidious, it has to stop. 
C. T. T. How do you decide who goes and 
who stays? 
M.L.F. We have rules. The field would be 
too big otherwise. 
C. T. T. Rules, isn't that a bit fascist? 
M.L.F. They're collectively delineated cri­
teria. It gives us a framework . • • • 
C. T. T. 
M.L.F. 
C. T. T. 
M.L.F. 
C. T. T. 
M.L.F. 
C.T. T. 
M.L.F. 
C.T. T. 
M.L.F. 
C. T. T. 
M.L.F. 
For example the main consideration 
is that if you get caught, there is only 
one defence. You have to be able to 
stand up in court and say, 'look your 
honour, can you blame me?'. Would 
you convict the person who managed 
to 'waste' Don Lane? 
Well, there is the law to enforce. 
I know, it's a bit of a worry. 
Any other rules? 
Just the one. People in public office 
are exempt from attack. They're 
doing a job and are probably as sick 
of it as we are. However, SG-called 
'media personalities' are paid specific­
ally to get on the collective wick and 
have no excuse. It's tough on those 
who get hit, but life's a bit of a 
bugger at times anyway. 
What about Grace Kelly? 
I thought you'd bring that up. 
know she's not really the kind of 
person who'd come to the attention 
of the M.L.F. in the normal run of 
events. I mean she's not your Hinch 
or Negus, but there were some in the 
M.L.F. who thought she was once in 
a movie with Ronald Reagan and 
ought to be dealt with accordingly. 
So they bumped her off? 
! 
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ll Caused a bit of a ruckus back at H.Q. . 
naturally. We had to expel them. I 
Hasn't stopped them though, getting j carried away . . . l What do you mean? 1 They split and formed the Provisional • 
Wing . . David Niven, Morticia l 
Adams . . .  they've got quite a list ! 
by now. Not the kind I'd go for i myself. I mean if I had a choice j between Johnny Young and Gloria l Swanson with only one bullet, the i Young Talent Team would be strut- 1 
ting their stuff without the fat boy l 
every time. But that's the PrG- l 
visionals for you. i 
What does the rest of the M.L.F. i 
think of them? i 
They're crazy. �� / i 
The Great BIG Consumer Watch-Toad 
GUIDE TO POLITICAL PARTIES 
POLITICAL PARTY 
NAMES 
Australian Democrats 
26 Orchard St, Toowong 
Australian Labor Party 
Ross St, Newstead 
Communist Party of Aust. 
- 291 St Pauls Tee, Valley 
Christian Voice 
unknown 
F.A.I.R.A. 
373 George St, Brisbane 
International Socialists 
369 George St, Brisbane 
Liberal Party of Aust. 
263 Gregory Tee, Spring Hill 
League of Rights 
"don't call us, we'll call you" 
National Civic Council 
965 Ann St, Valley 
National Party. of Aust. 
6 St Pauls Tc�. Spring Hill 
National Socialist Party 
unknown 
People for Free Speech 
Queen St Mall, any Friday night 
Party to Expose the Petrov 
Conspiracy 
O.C.W.A. 
89 Gregory Tee, Spring Hill 
Progress Party 
Swann Rd, Taringa 
Socialist Labor League 
unknown 
Socialist Party of Aust. 
158 Rom a St, Brisbane 
Socialist Workers' Party 
West End, every Sat. morning 
Women's Electoral Lobby 
5 Kruger Rd, Carbrook 
POLITICAL 
-PERSUASION 
Small "1", Fiscal Conservative 
Broad Left 
Undecided 
Fundamentalist Christian 
Radical Left Activist 
Leninist 
Sort of Right 
Rural Protestant 
Right Wing 
Right Wing Catholic 
Rural National Socialist 
Fascist Right 
Libertarian 
Anti· N.C.C. 
Extremely Moderate 
Friedmanite Right 
Trots 
Stz�inist 
Trotskyite 
Mo�erate Feminist 
Radical Right 
PURPOSE 
To bring "niceness" 
back into Politics 
Democratic socialisation 
of means of production 
Don't know 
To bring Christianity 
back into Politics 
Aboriginal Land Rights 
To destroy the system 
that causes misery and chaos 
To put the "iberal" 
back into Liberal 
To keep Austral ian safe 
from Jews and Blacks 
Fighting Communism 
Defending rural and mining 
interests 
To break heads and 
keep Australia white 
To highlight limitations 
on free speech 
To expose the Petrov 
Conspiracy 
To help country women 
and children 
To reduce intervention 
in the economy 
Undetermined 
To remember the good times 
To expose the F.B.I. 
To get women into 
parliament 
To safeguard the Family 
NUMBER OF 
MEMBERS 
2,000 
7,000 
200 
0 
Unknown 
20.30 
2,000 
23 
No-one knows, not even God 
5,000 people 
40,000 sheep 
3 or4 
More than you think 
5 on a good day 
15,000 
Good question 
As many as it takes 
Yes 
No Americans 
200 
Probably less than 1 00 
Choosing a political party to join is difficult, 
but finding one capable of real political achieve­
ment can be even more stressful. The aspiring 
political pundit needs the answers to a lot of 
very vexing questions before taking that all 
·important step of signing up. He or she must 
know what the Party rooms are like, what 
kind of clothes to wear, what are the chances 
of real political power, and who are you 
likely to be fronting for? Consumer Watchtoad 
is here to help you. 
To compile this report, consumer Watch-Toad 
sent researchers into the major policital groups in 
Queensland. Our ·researchers put each of the groups 
or parties through a series of tests. They discreetly 
quizzed members, asked direct questions, checked 
out informants, perused party literature, read constit­
utions, attended meetings, kept clandestine appoint-
ments, and made it up . . . 
' 
Queensland has a diversity of political groups, 
each sillier than the last. So before beginning th'e 
serious business of choosing one to join, the consumer 
must have a clear idea of what he or she wants in a 
political party. 
WHICH TYPE? 
Most people appear to join political groups because 
of the particular brand of politics that group espouses. 
The table gives a clear, if brief, description of the 
'political persuasion of each of the parties surveyed. 
Naturally political persuasion isn't the only reason 
why people join parties, but as a member you would 
have to be reasonably familiar with the central argu­
ments. 
EFFECTIVENESS 
*** 
** 
** 
* 
*** 
* 
-* 
* 
*
*
*
 
and reducing 
***** 
* 
***** 
* 
***** 
* 
* 
* 
* 
*** 
** 
FACILITIES 
*
*
 
*
*
*
 
**** 
* 
* 
** 
***** 
* 
*** 
*
*
*
*
*
 
* 
The Mall 
-what do you think? 
* 
***** 
John Singleton's money 
*
*
 
**** 
Pretty good for a street corner 
Unknown 
*** 
Not bad for a suburban horne 
-Most high school modern history text books give 
a general outline of the major political philosophies. 
So if you're not totally familiar with political labels, 
you might have to brush up a bit before starting to 
make any serious commitment. It's always best to 
join a group that you're in general agreement with. 
Of course, if you have no political preferences, 
;you can start making a choice on the basis of personal 
gain, power and so on. 
Akin to political persuasion is the purpose of 
political parties. As a real guide to what you can · 
expect from a political group, this is probably the 
more useful criterion. For example, although the 
Socialist Party of Australia is 'Stalinist', its main pur­
pose is to remember the good times; hardly what· 
Stalin had in mind as a political direction. And, as 
our research points out, "Their main interests are 
knitting and going on the next Women's Weekly 
Tour so they can stop off in Cuba". 
So look very carefully at the Purpose of each 
group ... the Australian Democrats may sound good 
on the surface, but what actual use is putting the 
niceness back into politics? 
EFFECTIVENESS 
An essential point is the effectiveness of a political 
group. Although you might not like the ideas behind 
the National Party, you've got to realise that joining 
the Nationals in Queensland is one quick way to 
political power, not to mention lining your pockets. 
Our researcher uncovered several cases of people who 
joined the Nats to improve their business. Of course, 
the Nationals technique of selling party membership 
door-to-door only enhances that tendency. 
The effectiveness rating in the accompanying 
table does not apply uniformly across the groups 
surveyed. We felt it was essential to give each group 
an effectiveness ,rating according to what they were 
trying to achiette. Therefore, the National Party and 
PARAPHENALIA PUBLICATIONS 
Mike West The Australian Democrat 
A. L.P. ashtrays I Labor Review 
Murray Broad Tribune 
Impact 
Bible nil 
F.A.I.R.A. calendar nil 
Black leather jackets with The Battler 
Lenin appliques 
Pin stripe suits The Australian 
Quadrant 
Old testament nil 
B.A.Santamaria News Weekly 
National Party caps Queensland Times 
Swastika armbands Can they write? 
Soapbox Various pamphlets 
nil nil 
Q.C.W.A. brooches The Countrywoman 
. I 
nil nil 
J. Edgar Hoover badges Workers' News 
-
Pigeons nil 
Red Henna Direct Action 
nil W. E. L. Newsletter 
Crimplene frocks Bibliography of anti-feminist 
literature 
the People for Free Expression both have Effective­
ness Ratings of *****, despite the very different size 
of the operations. But both groups are essentially 
achieving their aims, the Nationals rule Queensland 
with ·a rod of iron, and the People for Free Speech 
get beaten up by Queensland police every Friday 
night because they speak their mind in the Mall. 
Probably the Quiet Achiever of the political spec­
, trum in Queensland is the Queensland Country Women's 
Association. Founded in 1922, it is one of the oldest 
political groups in the State, and certainly one of the 
. most successful. It has a huge membership, current 
assets of over $10 million, and they usually get just 
exactly what they want. The Q.C.W.A.'s extreme 
moderateness and the mindless dedication of its 
members holds the key to success. 
With these few examples, it is easy to begin to 
recognise the importance of political effectiveness. 
But effectiveness isn't everything - although the 
Liberal Party have an effectiveness rating of -*, 
for business contacts they can't be beaten. 
CRAZINESS 
Of course, the real problem with political groups 
in Queensland is that most of them are extremely 
crazy. If you check the table, over half of the groups 
have Craziness Ratings of **** or more. Not that 
Craziness is necessarily to the detriment of the parties, 
- the National Civic Council seems to carry a fair 
clout, despite being pretty well off the planet. In 
fact, often it is wise to be far more wary of the non­
crazy groups who could bore you stupid. 
But some groups are really out of their trees. 
According to our researchers the ones to be really 
wary of are the International Socialists, the National 
Socialist Party, the Socialist Worker's Party, and 
of course, the totally bizarre Party To Expose the 
Petrov Cons pi racy 
The main problem with these groups is that they're 
FRONT ACHIEVEMENTS 
ORGANISATIONS 
Tasmanian Wilderness Society Getting a Senator elected 
Young Labor Abolishing the Upper House 
Labor Women's Organisation Vince Gair, Federal Intervention 
The waterfront Two separate and unrelated 
splits 
John Herzog nil 
Bob Weatherall Commonwealth Games Protest 
Unemployed Workers Union Inciting weekly revolutionary 
Irish Committee, ad infinitum cat fights in the Mall 
Old Rugby Union Club Ummm ..... 
National Trust 
Organisation for Economic Fear and loathing 
Recovery 
w.w.w.w. Fucking up the A. L.P. for 
Mode rate Students 15 years 
Bjelke-Petersen Foundation Made Queensland what it is 
Young Nationals today 
National Front nil 
Related to Democratic Rights Free speech is an issue 
Organisation 
Alan Shawcross i Made people remember Petrov 
! 
I 
nil ! Women J.P.s, better conditions 
for country women 
Newtown Football Club I Put the nastiness back into Liberalism 
Ustashi "lmd the F.B.I. Recognition of Ustashi 
Meals on Wheels Travel agency for the Soviet 
Jim Henderson Union and Cuba 
B.C. C. supermarket cnr. Vulture To boldly go .... 
and Boundary Sts, West End 
Austral ian Democrats Susan Ryan 
Austral ian Lab or Party 
N.C.C. Strong protest against 
Nationals feminist reform 
. 
so loony they lose sight of their purpose and are 
generally more trouble than they are worth. 
GENERAL ADVICE 
Probably the key factor to remember if you're 
thinking of joining a political group in Queensland 
is that you have to be prepared to get your hands 
dirty. Most groups exert considerable moral pressure 
on members to actually get out there and be political. 
That means meetings, letter box drops, shopping 
centre vigils, handing out how-to-vote cards (you'd 
be surprised just how often elections come around), 
all the way through to demonstration, industrial 
espionage and armed struggle. 
And only a few groups actually have assets, and 
even less have ready cash. You'd be surprised just 
how much members of most parties are expected 
to fork over - joining fees, annual subscription's, 
chook raffles, pledges, barbeques, balls. Some parties 
avoid all unpleasantness and just have your bank 
account debited each month. 
And if you think you can score points with your 
work mates by belonging to a political party, think 
again. Checking the Trendiness Rating in our table, 
you'll note that few groups score high in that depart­
ment. Most political groups spend too much time 
thinking abour gaining precious support and not 
enough getting photos in Vogue, the only obvious 
exception is Rosemary Kyburz, but modelling Mat­
ernity clothes in glossy magazines can get you only so 
far. 
CONCLUSION 
If you haven't worked it 
out by now :- Politics is a 
mugs game. Quit while you're 
ahead. 
CRAZINESS 
* 
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**** 
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MEANWHILE, IN TH 
ITY, TH£ EXECUTIVES 
oF BuRtflt>coRPQRATION 
MEET tN SECRET • •• •  
POLITIC 
Prepare, all ye of virtue and 
goodness, for the testing time is. 
near. Great danger is afoot, un­
speakable evil lurks in this land 
threatening our very existence. 
Once more our purity shall be 
tested in the "Trial- by Ballot" 
and should we be found wanting, 
the consequences shall be dire. 
With the news of this prophesy, the 
Laborites were put into a state of 
confusion and began to babble·amongst 
' themselves. It was not long before they 
were no longer capable of understanding · 
1 feel the evil all around me, it the words of each other and their 
threatens to divert me from my reign came to an ertd. 
11 d k h k f h · h 1 It fell upon the holy ones, the seekers a otte tas , t e tas or w IC of truth, to lead the tribes of the North . have for so long been preparing. and they came to be known as the 
' It is the task of reaching out Gnationals. With them into the circle 
amongst the people to find and of the holy, they took the aspirants 
help develop the pure amongst us to purity in the towns who went by the 
such that they can stand against name of the Liberalites. Together 
and defeat the armies of the evil they did commence to rule but without 
one. I must not fail. the Prophesied One who was not yet 
But first, before the pressing prepared. It was necessary for another 
tasks can be foreshadowed, 1 must to be selected to act as regent until the 
return through the mists of time Chosen One had been found. St. Francis 
h b . . of a'Nicklin became regent, and he to t e egmnmg · · · sent out Three Wise Farmers to search In the Land of the Angels or Old the lands for the prophesied one. 
Angeland where it began, there They carried with them coal, uranium 
was a time of purification, a time and a glass galosh with which to adorn 
of great disruption and confusion this Holiest of Holies. For forty days 
when the forces of good and evil and forty nights they wandered in that 
battled for supremacy. As is vast and dangerous land until they ate 
proper the forces of right tri- · of a glowing groundnut which gave 
umphed and those who had been them a vision of where to find the one 
infected with the evil were ban- that t _h�y-
s_ought. 
. The1r VISion led them to the farm of 1she� to a far off land. 
. a lowly tiller of the soil and lo, the Th1s. 
was not a turn1ng aw
:'l
y 
, galosh fitted. There was much rejoicing from those who had been In-
·
· and partaking of ceremonial small 
fected, but was a necessary step cakes and the Three Wise Farmers, the 
_in their redemption. In that far Chosen One and his wife journeyed 
off -,a-nd- so. hot and--fiarsh - the : to the city of the land. 
infected 
'
were to be cleansed and In the city the Chosen One was placed 
purified from the evil. They had before the Enchanted Pineapple which 
not the conviction of truth and , no other could draw forth from the 
were mockingly called the Con- plant from whic� it had s�rung._ But the . Chosen One Withdrew 1t eas1ly, con-VICts: . . . firming the prophesy. Thus began the The1r life was hard In that new land. exploitation of the land in the name of Though many of them began to see the Lord the light of truth there were those But t -1•1 th 
· d h f th . s 1 ere remame muc or e among them who shunned v1rtue, . . 
indulged in demonic practices and . Chosen One to d_
o. There �as still the 
threatened to lead· them back to dark- ' problem of findmg the vo1ce of God 
ness; through the people. The Chosen One 
Once more it was necessary for there led the tribes of the north to a camp at 
to be a separation. Those for whom the foot of the M�unt of Coot-tha 
the road to righteousness was to be' where he left them m order to travel 
long and hard were sent to the north , to the top of_ the Moun� to recei_
ve 
where they would continue for many �he tablets wh1ch would mstruct h1m 
years to be the bane of that land. m how the One True Mandate would 
In that northern land, the Land of · be sough�. 
' the Queens, these most damned of the 
damned created a system of rule 
whereby the most godless of the horde 
would hold sway. And in that god­
forsaken land even the worshippers of 
the unholy Marks were granted recog- , 
, nition in the forum of the people. . And when the Chosen One returned 
The unholy did band together to from the Mount he brought with him 
build a tower of socialism to challenge .. the Covenants of Distribution and 
nature, and they were called the Labor- Coalition. Wherein it was told how . 
ites. · the tribes of the North could seek to 
But even when it appeared that : 
salvation was farthest from these : 
people, it was prophesied that there · 
would come a man. Assisted by the 
ministrations of a Roman nun, he 
would fight off the plague of the 
grey matter (poliomyelitis) and travel 
in the belly of a whale from his birth- . 
place in New Atlantis to come to this ' 
unholy land to save it from eternal ' 
damnation.· 
cleanse themselves and achieve the 
One True Truth. 
In the Covenant of Distribution, it was 
told how the nine tribes of the north 
were divided and spread across the 
land. In the south-east' were the tribes 
who were furthest from the Truth. 
Of these the worst were the Trots, 
these were worse fiends than the trouble­
makers and trendies. These tribes 
did crowd tightly in their allotted 
electorates. 
To the provincial cities were to be 
sent folk more pure than those of 
the city. Of these tribes the worst 
were the money-lenders who were 
the lowest order and below the mer-
.· (I)
· 
·. � 
The only courseo open to the Chosen One therefore was to break 
the covenant of coalition and lead his loyal followers on the path 
of a new testing to ascertain how much of the poisonous effects of 
the Liberalites treachery had infected the ability of the people to 
speak with One True Voice and to manifest the mysterious and 
unknowable Mandate. : ... OOOQ- ·�fJ· 
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chants and middle-men. These last 
were the closest to the most pure of 
the groups of tribes and their elect­
orates were of modest size but un­
crowded. 
The third group which was to be 
sent to the Far Northern, Western and 
Country regions of the land were the 
closest to the saved. The three tribes 
of this group in ascending order of 
virtue were: the sod-busters, the 
shepherds and the sowers. And their 
electorates were grand and spacious. 
Since the division of the tribes was 
with respect to their proximity to 
virtue, it was necessary that those who 
were closest to virtue would be given 
a greater say in the administration 
of the land. For it would be they who 
would stand as a demonstration of the 
capacity of the people to perceive 
and understand the ways of the man­
date. And though they were only a 
fifth of the population it was their 
voice which was to predominate. 
But whilst the city-dwellers were least 
likely to know and understand the 
ways of. the mandate, the Covenant 
provided that a group was to be selected 
from amongst their number w,ho would 
be instructed in the true ways by the 
Chosen One and his closest advisers. 
These Liberalites, as they came to be 
known, were then to be found amongst 
the hosts of the right in the forum. 
So it was written. 
Thus followed thirteen years of plenty, 
the Thirteen Golden Years as they shall 
come to be known. They were not 
without trouble, however, as the 
demonic forces sent drought and 
flood and an inadequate share of tax 
revenue. 
Now three prophets came to the Land 
of Queens, these were: the healer, 
the magician and the alchemist. The 
healer, Brych, offered to effect a cure 
of the most troublesome of diseases, 
the magician Hovarth offered to con­
struct a machine which was powered 
by the liquid from the skies, the al­
chemist Oskar offered to create a 
woundrous and profitable oil from the 
seeds produced in the land. But each 
demanded a test of the faith of the 
people. 
: �. ---
Many of the people had fallen under 
the sway of evil and corrupt men, and 
the people did deny the Chosen One 
and his prophets three times. And the 
Chosen One wept for the sins of his 
people. 
But the most dire threat came from 
the people of the South who had 
fallen under the sway of the evil Red 
Tide. These folk· of the South sent 
their champion Goughiath to the 
North to do battle with the champion 
of the north, sending first the Trojan 
Gair to confuse the Senate. And though 
the champion of the South towered 
tall, the Chosen One plucked up a 
cabinet maker of the field who was 
slung against Goughiath and, smiting 
him, didst bring that giant down. And 
so the people of the north were saved 
yet again. And peace was restored. 
After many years, however, the 
Liberalites fell to disputation amongst 
themselves and confusion reigned. 
From within the Liberalites there 
came a group who thirsted after know­
ledge concerning the accounts of the 
True Way as practiced by the Chosen 
and his host. 
They did desire to eat of the-forbidden 
aQPie of knowledge. This group of 
discontented and avaricious Liberalites 
found a leader from amongst the inner 
advisers to the chosen one. This leader, 
known before his fall from grace as 
Terry the White, consorted with the 
Laborites within the Public Forum and 
was cast from the inner priesthood. 
Unchastened, however, he conspired 
with the other discontented Liberalites 
to create a potion which he gave to all 
the Liberalites who were possessed of 
wild visions and they did rebel against 
their leader, the medicine-man Edwards, 
and his consort Samuel Twomany. It 
.was these two from among the Liber­
alites who were not affected, due to 
their greater virtue, by the potion 
created by the apothecary Terry. 
With Edwards and Twomany no 
longer in control of the Liberalites 
the way was left open for Terry the 
Terrible, as he was later to be known, 
to accede to leadership amongst the 
Liberals. 
The Chosen One, forseeing the dang­
erous path which the Liberalites were 
treading, tried to reason with those 
Liberalites within the inner sanctum 
pleading with them not to follow 
Terry into evil. But they were under 
the sway of the potion created by 
Terry and heeded not the wise counsel 
of the Chosen One. His attempt to 
deprogram their clouded minds did 
fail. 
The only course open to the Chosen 
One therefore was to break the cov­
enant of coalition and lead his loyal 
followers on the path of a new testing 
to ascertain how much of the poisonous 
effects of the Liberalites treachery had 
infected the ability of the people to 
speak with One True Voice and to 
manifest the mysterious and unknow­
able Mandate. 
We are no longer in the past For 
these actions of Terry and the Chosen 
One will bear fruit within this annum. 
The future is clouded with evil and 
many threads run in different directions 
into the future. The Laborites have 
selected from amongst their number the 
soothsayer Keith the Right as their 
champion. Terry the Terrible is the 
champion of the Liberalites. The 
Chosen One and his fewer yet more 
devout followers have summoned all 
their resources for an assault intended 
to break the Liberalites and to bring 
to the people the ·one True Way. 
Theirs remains a voice in the wilderness 
which may not penetrate into the 
corrupt hearts of the city dwellers 
and their cousins in the provincial 
settlements . 
Three paths to the future can be 
divined in the scattering of the sacred 
cane-toad entrails. The first is a victory 
to the forces of darkness and falsehood 
led by Keith the Right. The second is a 
victory to the Chosen One and a ban­
ishing of the Liberalites to wander in 
the wilderness and search for the True 
Voice of the Mandate. The third is 
more cloudy and in it the Liberalites 
are . faced with the choice of allying 
themselves with Keith and his hordes 
to seek a new and false mandate, or 
realising the error of their ways in 
time and seeking readmission into the 
One True Voice of the Mandate as ' 
enunciated by the Chosen One. 
Of the three scenarios outlined above 
both the first and second appear to 
have little chance of achieving fruition, 
both would require sections of the 
Queensland electorate to demonstrate 
a volatility which to date it has failed 
to evidence. 
With respect to the possibility that 
the Labourites could achieve govern­
ment in their own right, there is little 
. doubt that, whilst they will pick up 
seats from the Liberalites, and perhaps 
a couple from the Gnationals, they 
will not win enough. 
The Laborites requ-ire 17 seats to give 
them the necessary majority in the 
House and this is a task well beyond 
their capacities. Most pundits would 
accept that Labor will pick up around 
1 0 or 11 seats but despite somewhat 
revived and rejuvenated Laborites under 
Keith Wright they do not seem capable 
of winning the other 6 or 7 seats they 
need. 
When some of the electorates which 
are vulnerable to the Laborites are 
considered, it would take a somewhat 
unprecedented amount of electoral 
volatility for them to change hands. 
Politics to date in Queensland have been 
highly polarised. There has been little 
change in the nature of the Laborites to 
suggest that they will make significant 
gains against the Gnationals though 
they will gain against the Liberalites. 
It must be remembered that Labor 
must win a number of Gnational held 
seats if they are to succeeu . 
That Labor requires 52% of the vote 
to win is also something that leads one 
to believe they have no chance of 
success in their own right. 
The Gnationals too, would have to be 
considered wildly optimistic if they 
believed that they had a better chance 
than the Laborites do of achieving 
government on their own. 
While opinion polls recently released 
in the Bulletin have the Gnationals 
receiving a significant increase of 
support in urban areas at the Liberals 
expense, it is a matter of identifying 
seats in these areas which are pot­
entially winnable. 
It may be considered slightly para­
doxical that Labor can be given a very 
good chance of winning 11 more seats 
while the Gnationals are denied the 
possibility of achieving the 6 seats 
they need for absolute control. The 
paradox derives from the fact the 
Gnationals must win seats in urban 
areas where they have had little success 
to date. 
While the Gnational Party has at­
tempted to create a less sectional 
image for itself, it has had little success 
in convincing significant numbers of 
urban voters that it is not a predom­
inantly rural/mining oriented party. 
To win the allegiance of former Liberal 
voters will necessitate that they do 
just this. 
The Morgan-Gallup poll indicated 
that there has been some shift in alleg­
iance from the Liberalites to the 
Gnationals in the urban areas. But that . 
does. not mean that when it comes to 
voting day people will change their vote, 
or at least not in the numbers necessary 
for the Nationals to win seats. 
The most likely result will be that the 
Liberalites will lose but will do so to 
both the Laborites and the Gnationals 
which will mean no one party will 
have the numbers; a coalition will, 
therefore, be necessary. 
The most likely coalition, indeed the 
only foreseeable coalition, will be 
between the Liberalites and Gnationals 
which will involve eating crow on some­
one's part. Look out Terry, you're in 
trouble! 
But remember, with the Covenant of 
the Coalition broken, the principle of 
preserving the Mandate by hiding it 
among outback graziers is also looking 
much more fragile. Look out for 
another testing of the peoples' faith 
soon after the election. 
Phew . .. these cane toad entrails are 
beginning to smell. 
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In Queensland, secession has taken on a whole 
new meaning. You can secede from virtually 
anything - a coalition, the State League, a 
country, or a state. 
Nothing succeeds like secession in the 
. African states, where twelve months con­
stitutes stable rule. And if banana republics can 
do it, then why can't a: free enterprise outfit 
such as Queensland Ltd? 
Constitutionally, there's a bit of a trap. Queens­
land can only secede if the other states don't want 
us any tnore, and they might be fools with their 
socialis� governments1 but those· southerners know 
they need Queensland. 
Admittedly things are a bit rum at the moment, with 
Australiahs trying to dictate to Queenslanders, but 
they'll soon cofne to their senses. 
So Queenslanders and Australians are locked together 
at the mofnent. But individuals may be interested to 
know that if Queensland invades your kartna1 then you 
can secede from Queensland. 
Take the following steps and even if you do have to 
drink XXXX beer and Bundaberg Rum and listen to 
Waynee Poo, you tan at least achieve some success 
ih rapid secession. 
(1) Declare yourself 
Possibly the most difficult step1 as it means expos­
ing yourself to what would be, at best, an uncertain 
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reception. You will come quickly to the attention of 
vigilante groups who patrol suburbia looking for 
waverers. 
The actual process is fairly simple-
(a} 1 will secede from the Vince Lester backwards 
walk fund 
(b) I will secede within the state of Queensl. and (c) I will extricate myself from the Federation 
Now it's no good saying this to the dog. You need 
witnesses, preferably ones of similar ideological beht. 
· Solidarity, Brian. 
(2) Pltm tactics . 
Displays of angst are an indulgente that only 
Liberal backbenchers can get away with. Smashing 
the windows of the Governor's Rolls and ripping off 
L.j. Hooker signs afe all very well, but the main 
thing they will give you is a criminal conviction. 
Your chances of scoring as a successful secedee 
are massively increased if you join a sporting club 
of any description, except for a chess club. 
Remember the enemy - seek them out, study 
them and then mimic them. Always remember to 
apply zinc cream to your nose before leaving home. 
What would Ghandi do? 
(3) Choose comrades carefully . Actually it's not so much a matter of choos1hg 
them as finding them. Remember that just because 
you•(e paranoid doesn't mean they're not watching 
you. 
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Be suspicious of so-called sympathisers. These 
rats are to be found at Bachelor and Spinster Balls, 
the Embassy Hotel, and Ballymore.. . . . Potential comrades can be 1dent1f1ed by the1r 
persistent use of three letter words, arctic suntans, 
and not getting to their feet when "Love You, Bris­
bane" is played. 
(4) Create public sympathy 
At all costs, avoid saying that yoU hate Queens­
land. To do so would create an enormous backlash 
with an outraged public baying for your blood. 
Possibly the best way to create public sympathy 
is an outrageous stunt that will gain the attention of 
the current affairs shows. Think in tertns of chopping 
your legs off, going on a hUnger strike, then parachut­
ing into the middle of a FREEPS concert. 
Sieze the microphone from Wickety Wak ahd tell 
the assetnbled I=REEPS patrons of your love_ for 
Queensland but your greater respect for yourself. 
If you've �hopped off your legs, the a��ience will 
have no option but tel regard you as a sens1t1ve person. 
Your press release should have ensured maximum 
media coverage. You will find yourself oh current 
affairs shows, being interviewed by earnest MP's, and 
recognised in the pub. 
(5) Seek legal council ' 
The bucks stop here. After consultation With their 
learned colleagues, your legal council will be able to 
advise you if your first legal steps are, in fact, legal. 
And the real bonus is being able to say "I'll see 
you in court" to potential oppressors. A variation on 
this is "the matter is ih the hands of my solicitors". 
(6) Direct Action 
Having kept your goal secret1 cultivated a trusted 
network of secedees, and chopped off your legs, you 
are now ready to secede. 
Avoid over-ihdulgence in alcohol ahd mind­
expanding drUgs. These will give your opponents 
the opportUnity to claim lack of resJjohsibility for 
your actiohs. 
With a tlear head state to the world at large, "I 
will secede'1• Legally you have now done so. You do 
not have to vote ih the QUeensland election, tior pay 
taxes. And yoU can move ih the company of men of 
the calibre of Prince Leonard of Hutt. 
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Emperor Hirohito once remarked: liJf some­
thing is worth having, it is worth dying for 
numerous times." Few truer words have been 
spoken. 
lh these troubled times we would do well to bear 
these thoughts in mind, for we of Queensland stand 
at the thresh hold of a new era. 
A plague has been sweeping this fair and fulsome 
land a plague of such proportions that it is no longer 
a m�tter of standing and fighting but of taking to 
flight to preserve ·what we have struggled so val­
iantly to achieve. 
As Mussolini said, "There wasn't a fight I couldn't 
run away from." (Of course he said it in Italian, but 
how many of you would have understood it if I'd 
not translated?) 
I refer, of course, to those eyesores which have 
begun to proliferate upon this land - Labor govern­
ments. Through the years I have spent in hotels 
and other places where one can purchase intoxicating 
beverages I have had cause to watch and lament the 
growth of the red menace, a growth which has seen it 
emerge triumphant from beneath our beds to hurl 
itself at the veins through which the lifeblood of this 
nation runs. 
One by one the governments of this country have 
been overtaken by the socialist behemoth until we have 
reached the position of being the only state on main­
land ·Australia to have retained its democratic commit­
ments. 
We stand alorle, dear fri<;nds, defiant where all 
others falter and fall. But let us not be deluded into 
believing that we can escape from the infection which 
has seen slich great men as Charles Court and Malcolm 
Fraser fail into its delirium. 
The time has come to sever this still healthy State 
from the federation Which has become sickened ahd 
will ho doubt soon pUtrify ahd crumble. 
We must create what Joseph Stalin would have 
described as "democracy in one colirltry" ih order to 
protect the fair people of this land frorl1 perversion 
and damhatidn. 
l=or it is tlr!IY as a separate natioh that the people 
of Queensland will be able to exetc::ise the freedoms 
which they have always held dear to their hearts. 
The freedom -to practice sexual harassment and 
economic and moral ptessure to keep women in the 
home where she belongs; the freedom to keep blacks 
irl their rightful position as the druhk ahd dispirited 
savages we have worked so hard to make them; the 
freedom to hound and attack homosexuals whose 
di"rty sickminded practices keep us in a constant state 
of arousal; the freedom to ruin the lives of the young 
people of this state who spurn traditional forms of 
mental and physical abuse for soul-destroying drugs. 
The freedom to mindlessly denounce trade unions 
and unionists whenever and wherever our glorious 
leaders ask us to do it; and the freedom to stop any­
one we don't like from walking in groups in this best 
of all possible states. 
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An occasional column by Swillin', once the 
toast of drinking houses everywhere. 
Swillin', the person voted least likely to be­
able to stand up without swaying, has agreed 
to write for the Cane Toad Times about any­
thing that happens to cross his fevered brow. 
All of these freedoms which we, the people of this 
state, hold dear to our hearts are in peril now that the 
Labor Party has taken Canberra. 
l=or, if they denied the Tasmanians the right to 
gives their trees swimming lessons, it is hot difficult 
to imagine them seeking to interfere in more fund­
amental ways in the lives of the people of the nation. 
The alleged Commonwealth Crimes Commission 
is an obvious means by which the socialists are seeking 
to deny the polic@ of this stat@ the time of their lives. 
It is an ili-c6ncealecl blow directed at loWering tfie 
morale of our funloving thin blue line by denying 
them their God-given right to break the head Of whom­
soever we choose arid to keep under dose surveillance 
all those people who ate; might have been or could 
be contemplating .becoming enemies of democracy 
as Wel_l as their friends, associates and less familiar 
acquaintances. 
But if this is not an obvious feature of this so­
called Crimes Commission, then the fact that it threat­
ens to diminish the rake-offs and other not quite legal 
sources of funds that the politicians of this state have 
toiled so long in developing should be clearly and 
distinctly perceived. It is an attack on free-enterprise 
and, as a consequence, our whole way of life. 
We must make a new start for ourselves by for­
getting all of our personal woes and concentrate on the 
true self--determination of our magnificent homeland, 
or to put it in the words of the much maligned Adolph 
Hitler: "Now is the time for all good psychotics to 
come to the aid of the fatherland!" 
aut not only would secession allow us to preserve 
the rights and liberties we have come to accept but it 
would also allow us to begin some of the projects 
which we have had planned for many years now, but 
never been able to pursue due to interference from 
down south. 
It is now clear that there is a need in this country/ 
State for the atomic bomb. Pakistan has one, India 
has one, China has one, France has one, Britain is 
getting one, Brazil probably has one and Israel ob· 
viously has one so the question must be asked: Why 
doesn't this State have one? 
Nuclear weapons would make the world realise that 
we are not some third rate power to be toyed with and 
forgotten; while it may be true that we are, and always 
will be, a third-rate power, it isn't fair that we get toy­
ed with and forgotten. So we are going to put a stop to 
that by· blowing ourselves off the face of the earth if 
·we have to. A sentiment I sensed in the heart of my 
dear friend Menachim Begin. 
Another area of potential reform, after we achieve 
secession, is in the area of electoral laws. For many 
years we have been the butt of derisive jokes from 
southerners about the so-called Gerrymander which is 
said to exist here. 
Well, as Edmund Burke would have said; "You 
indubitably have visually perceived nought to date!" 
As I see it the electoral system as it presently exists 
suffers from two major defects: first, there is an over. 
representation of women, and secondly, there is an 
underrepresentation of livestock. 
In the case of women, it appears clear to me that 
when people took up the cry "one man, one vote", 
they certainly didn't intend that women sho�ld part­
ake of suffrage. Voting, it is clear to me and should be 
to you too, is man's work; women have enough to do 
in this society (such as cooking, holise cleaning and 
looking after the children) without burdening them . 
with the responsibility of deciding the fate of this 
state. So let us return to the natural order of things 
in this State and not tamper with God's handhlvork by 
trying to make the·sexes equal. 
And, without wishing to put too fine a point on it, 
just what do women really contribute in this society 
that would warrant them being given voting rights? 
This brings me to the necessity to include livestock 
in the calculation of quotas for rural seats. Most of 
the wealth of this state can be traced back to the live­
stock of this sunkissed land of ours so if producers in 
industry (workers) can claim the right to vote why 
not livestock, the source of value on the land? 
Of course, some people will be provoked into gales 
of fiendish laughter by such a proposition (they 
laughed at Lindsay Hartwig, Albert Field and the 
Wright brothers, Keith and Terry) and say that live­
stock could not handle the complexities of a prefer­
ential single-member constituency voting system. 
Well, they could be right. 
The solution to this problem (and a compromise 
on the question of voting rights for women) would 
be to allow the owners of animals (and women) who 
could claim voting rights to exercise their votes for 
them. 
In this way there could no longer be made claims 
about giving rural electorates too much electoral 
power since the numbers of eligible voters in rural 
electorates would-increase tremendously. 
There may even be required, as a result of these 
changes, more rural electorates. 
But let us not forget the Japanese, whose owner­
ship of significant portions of this State would seem 
to give them some right to control how it is run. 
But here again it is clear that a nation who cannot 
speak English is unlikely to be able to handle our 
electoral system. The solution is to give their voting 
rights on trust to people who are in a position to 
understand What Queensland truly needs. 
The result of the reforms suggested would indub­
itably be to create a system of rule which would be 
the envy of right-oriented g-overnments and peoples 
everywhere, But the price will not be cheap. The 
struggle may be long and bitter but it can be won. 
It must be done and maybe we will find ourselves 
in the position of that hoble thinker) Masoch1 who 
once uttered the unforgettable ana inspiring line; 
1'lt liurts a little but I am having the tlme of my life!'1 
If you're caught in the open when bombs toll, 
lie down lik: this. · 
Fragments and blast ore less likely to hurt you. 
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Answers on the back of a postcard to- The First Fabulous Seventh National Chevrolet Competition, Cane Toad Times, PO Box 321, Woolloongabba 4102 
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Other Big Things do not even aftelnpt authen­
ticity. Some would argue that such displays sllould 
not be ranked with other Big Things. Super Bee is 
a case in point. This 'attraction' is in no way a 
replica of a r I bee. is two giant, 2-dimensionat 
cartoon bees, ack to back, designed to attract 
people to the delights of hooey, ia the Super Bee 
kiosk. Despite the � replication, Super Bee 
is hundreds of thousands of times bjgge than your: 
a'lCQge garden The m!!ere!.Jen�l! (Se!!!!!Sf of an image on usua y enough to create 
a Big Thing. s the voodoo-like quality of 
exactly the chosen thing. However, for 
its crousness and audacity, Super Bee 
begs ncluded with other Big Things. Each 
rnuo:r riP argued on its 
quality, the ·�+•<A ·"� ·-.,., ...... � of Big Thing 
al varies Things are 
'of Super Bee,. 
the at Redlands, 
the p Golf Balls. 
--·-=-·-- larger, like 
and the Big 
Still others are not actually 
ly so, Hke the Big Dino­
at Woolloohgabba. 
Anne Jones 
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people build Big Things for commercial 
gain, whether directly or indirectly. 
Although on the surface, comm�rcial 
interest would aP.pear to be central 
- boldly stated - Big Things attract. 
buyers. _ 
Of the 43 Big Things surveyed by the 
Cane Toad Times, only 4 did not have 
directly related marketing outlets. They 
were the Big Strawberry at Redlands 
which is lying forlornly in someone's 
yard; the Big Dart and the Big Seagull 
which are attached to sporting clubs, 
and also the Big Magpie which, although 
it is perched on a chemist at Acacia 
Ridge, is promoting Souths Rugby 
League team. 
Even those exceptions are obviously 
being used for promotional reasons. 
But is the promotional function enough 
to explain the abundance of Big Things 
in South East Queensland? Business's 
all over the world seem to manage to 
sell their produce, even prosper, without 
the intervention of Big Things. People 
buy stereos for their cars to hear music 
not for the joy of shopping beneath the 
Big Car Stereo. 
To begin to grapple with this 
complex problem, it is necessary to 
analyse what reaction the proprietors 
of Big Things expect them to produce. 
Do they expect the passing shopper or 
tourist to be mesmerised by its absurd­
ity, shocked into a frenzy of buying, 
bumped 'into a dreamworld of suggest­
ibility by the denial of reality and 
natural order? 
The universal theme of the Big 
Things is the creation of a sense of 
powerlessness of the individual in the 
presence of the Gargantuan image. 
It is, perhaps, a modern version of the 
intimidation caused by the great gothic· 
cathedrals in their expression of the 
vastness and power of god. 
From a semiological viewpoint, the 
super reality of the big image is its 
source of power. The successful Big 
Thing embodies all the accumulated 
references of the depicted object. The · 
Big Cow is every cow, it is every direct 
and mediated experience of 'cow'. 
The Big Strawberry evokes every event 
and every possibility of 'strawberry'. 
In this, the Big Things approach Plato's 
idea of the ideal form, the pure arche­
type of which every material manifestat­
ion is but an impure and incomplete 
reflection. 
So why do Big Things exist? What 
is the real reason for their looming 
presence? 
Several theories have been advanced. 
The major theories accompany this 
article. 
· 
American architect, Robert Venturi 
was a pioneer Big Thing theorist. He 
invented the ten:n 'ducks' for buildings 
whose metaphoric image generated its 
form and was the first to formalise the 
idea that Things must be Big to be 
easily percieved from fast cars. 
The Cargo Cult, Totem, Chariot of 
the Gods and Museum Theories all look 
at aspects of Big Thing's religious sig­
nificance - the need for people to 
create a higher being or beings in which 
to place their faith. In an age of grow­
ing secularism, as people are moving 
-·away from the Church, it is just possible 
that they are flocking to Big Things 
instead, as places of worship. 
A Freudian Analysis is also relevant: 
Big Things are symbols of virility, 
monuments to the phallus. Taking 
this one step further, "feminists would 
argue that Big Things play an important 
role in the subjugation of women in 
our society, that there can be no 
equality of the sexes without the 
liberation of the Big Things. 
This brings us to the political 
role of Big Things. Are they mere 
instruments of the B)e1Re�Pel:erseir ' 
regime? Do they serve to intimidate 
alld pacify the people of Queensland? 
There are no clear cut answers; not 
at least, without the intervention of a 
large Australia Council grant. Big things 
a·re quintessentially unknowable, one of 
the last remaining mysteries of the 
universe. 
I 
THE BIG COW Bruce Highway. 
Big Things- THE CHARIOTS-OF-THE-GODS THEORY 
Derek Von Danikin, brother of the famed author and mystic, has proposed a theory that Big Things are sign 
posts for creatures from outer space. Apparently, the largest and most important Big Things are placed at exact 
intervals down the Pacific Highway, significantly Highway No. 1. In reality the Pacific Highway is a landing strip for 
these creatures from space. Their Big SpacesHip would approach South East Queensland from the north, beckoned 
by the Big Cow and the Big Pineapple, to land and taxi down the highway to Springwood where the cluster of Big 
Things would exert their ethereal power to finally bring it to a stand still. 
It is rumoured thafthe creatures have already made substantial donations to the Bjelke-Petersen foundation, and 
. will be granted Labrador on their arrival. 
THE BIG CAR RADIO Pacific Highway, Springwood. 
Big Thin�- THE CONSPIRACY THEORY 
, 
It is impo�i�le te believe that the bizarre concentration of Big Things in Soutll East Queensland is in any way a 
natural or comc1dental development. We are told that they are merely fertility symlloli expressin!l tile fecundity of 
Queensland Capitalism; liut why are they arranged as they are along the powerful/ley•line of Highway 1? And is it 
just coincidence that investigators of the significance of Big Things are so often thwarted by Unlikely breakdowns 
and accidents in their research? Many have lost their jobs and been subjected to a secret blacklisting, often being 
ftamed and jailed, or jiut in mental homes. Academics studying the Big Phenomena have been refused tenure and 
had their careers ruini!a 6y mysterious campaigns of harassment1 slander and ridicule. Why are the records of the 
Qui!i!nsland Tourist Bureau's Big Attraction Regulatory tommission subject to the Official Secrets Acti iti very 
existence denied by tile Gollernmimt? 
What we know is tliat the Oueensl�nd Masons conauct secret nighttime rituals at the Big illings linking them 
with . �e �reat Pyramids of Egypt. The distances between the Big Things expressed in cubiti divided by the mult1phcat1on factor of enlargement form an uncanny series of prime numbers broken only by the anomalous 
p�sition of. the Big Boot at Springwood. If the Big Boot is returned to its original position above the Underground 
NightClub, playground of the rich, the series is pure and complete. 
Was putting the Boot on the other foot a ploy to distract attention from this exclusive venue and is its very name 
a hint to a vast underground conspiracy the purposes of which can only be guessed at? 
It is rumoured that ex-Deputy Llew Edwards (a Catholic) was on the verge of revealing the truth of this cland­
estine web, linking suspected members of the secret Illuminati cult, Milan Brych, Hovarth and Oskar with the 
equally secret Bjelke-Petersen Foundation, before he was undermined by a carefully orchestrated Coalition Crisis. 
Certainly, the public explanations of the bizarre political events in Queensland recently fall far short of the full 
story. 
I 
From the Mater Prize Homelands to the despondency of 
the universal office tower floor, from the line of Golden 
Casket agencies to the tiled sluices of public bars, there 
is something different about Queensland, something 
special for those who live here, something ardently 
revered. 
The sprawl of Carseldine Palazza and the splendid 
spanner-built homes of _Loganl�a are no different from 
the suburbia ad nauseum of Campbelltown Wallacia and 
Baulkham Hill ringing the southern mo�ster capitals 
of Sydney and Melbourne. 
Brisbane, 'The Gateway to the North' still boasts 
all the institutions that unite it with the v�ster culture 
of the antipodean 'One Continent, one Nation'. The 
�andstone and grC!nite residues of resplendent colonial­
Ism �nd huge bnck breweries are similarly cute, and 
huggmg the centr� of town. Post offices and gleaming 
glas� and st_eel off1ce towers, schools, neon signs, police 
stat1_�ns, bndges, roads and shopping-towns are just as 
fa_mll1ar here as anywhere - strike a chord of resonance 
With anyone who has grown up in any large Austral ian 
town. Yet there is something in the way Oueenslanders 
have tackled the immediate environment and moulded 
their way of life that has transformed them from beinq 
more _o! 'just the same' i_nto 'new-ways-with-everyday­
su perf1c1 al1ty-that-are-sta rtl1 ngly-reassu ring'. 
Brisbane is a mini Los Angeies - but not really. Toy 
f�eeways, dearth of winter rain and sprawling malignancy 
a1d and abet the malevolent fanaticism that you 'have a' 
Happy Day'. Surfers Paradise, with its afternoon sky­
scaper shadescreen, could be Key West, Miami. From the 
Bermuda Barrier Reef to the Montana lsa Rodeo venues 
of holiday make-believe proliferate in a landscape'littered 
with half-built dreams, semi-articulated fantasies and the 
fairytal� aspiratio _ns of a land gripped by tourist 'poetism. 
Image IS ��erythmg you need, romanticised, s!mplified 
and ampllf1ed, for the eyes of the willingly deceived. 
Even_ a pensioner's shopp_ing spree on a dull Friday in 
Fortitude Valley can Shme On with Brisbane in this 
atmosphere of gullibility. 
Queensland and Queenslanders have wished them­
selves into this state of affairs. Smaller in population 
and more decentralised than New South Wales and 
Victoria, sporting a reputation for dumbfounding rural 
myopia, galloping parochial ism and off-the-planet para­
noid politics, they saw in tourism and its glamour a 
means of escape from the slurs of lesser sibling states. No 
longer would the epithet 'Banana Bender' imply double­
headedness and every other debilitating trait of social 
ineptitude. 
' Unfortunately, as a campaign, it really took off. Not 
only did they flock north, eager for a steamy three-week 
suntan, but thousands more packed up everything and 
moved to Queensland permanently. 
Here, in the Sunshine Superstate, every day would 
become a holiday escape from the ugly responsibilities 
of day-to-day reality. Playful poetism becomes a delirium 
of self-deception in which the distinctions are convenient­
ly. ign_or�d. The fact remains that the Fairytale Castle at 
BII-BI1 1s Besserblock, and it pales to insignificance 
beside its visionary intent. 
�ho wan�s to cower beside the highway screwing 
mus1c boxes mto toy cars? Yet, under the Giant Car 
Ster�o, the salesperson's pursuits gain glamour, become 
poet1sed. 
From Morningside Mediocre to Mater Prize 7 
Plank Neo�Georgi�n Manors, inadequacies of the desp 
-- - --� --�- ---
Big Thin� - THE FREUDIAN THEORY 
I have no doubt that the preponderance of Big Things has a Freudian explanation. To get to the crutch of the 
matter; on the individual ana mOst basic level it betrays an o1Jse5slve preoccupation with the size of one's genitalia. 
Thus, the owrier of the Biy Banana, for example, is telling us something very obvious, although to ascertain 
whether it is a form of compensation for reality or a Hilastful advertisement of availability wiluld require empirical 
data wh lch I !l o not p assess. 
Something which is often ignored, though equally intefeStiilg, is tlie psycliology of the customer. Attflicted by 
this overt dfsplay of sexuality, they home in on the ubiquitous slillp- iii effect, the owner's erogenilus zoilli. Then 
follows a ritual wherebytlie mercliandise·is examlm!fl iii minute detail, playei'l with aflfl Commented on, all in 11 
bid to reconstruct the psychosexual tension of foreplay. lnellitlibly, this leads to climax ana fulfilment in the 
actual purchase. 
This focus on the purchase uilderlines the sexual basis of Capitalism, Hut, equally, in silme indiviauals it can 
signify a repressed desire to participate in an act of· prostitution whereby money is exchanged for sexual 
gratification. An interesting variation on the intE!rc'ourse theme is presented by hollow Big Things. The womb-like 
Big Pineapple surrounds the entire ·transaction with a sense of maternal protection and security, as if to anaesth­
etise the customer's sense of guilt. Paradoxically, the customer's ability to ascend the structure and view the 
surrounding district is almost Reich ian in its mystical association of sexual gratification and enlightenment. Thus, 
in many ways, the Big Pineapple represents the perfect middle-class sexual experience- it is radical but safe -like 
a sunrise Industry, to pursue the capitalist analogy. · 
Big Thin�- THE BANANA-C0\1PENSATION THEORY 
The high incidence of Big Things in South East Queensland can be easily explained: our society is suffering from 
a severe case of 'banana .envy'. With the crafty burghers of Coffs Harbour beating us to the punch, the banana­
benders of the North have been trying to compensate for the Big Banana ever since. 
Despite the obvious emotional need for the Big Banana to be in Queensland coupled with our far greater claim to 
being the home state of bananas, the Big Banana was erected in Coffs Harbour. Ever since, we have erected 
pineapples, strawberries, apples, oranges, shells, cows, car stereos, tennis rackets, golf balls, darts, stubbies, cows, 
hammers, cricket bats, and even put Big Telephones on vans, but they are all mere surrogates. Nothing will 
compensate for the heart felt need, the yearning, the almost erotic desire for a Big Banana. 
erate and futile are disguised by collective schizophrenia 
in which even the most m�o..mdane activity is supremely 
valourised. In fact, if it wasn't so mundane it would be 
dangerous, but here it's seen as compensation for the real 
purpose that people lack in their desperate lives. 
People like doing it. It's fun, easy, and provides a 
wonderful sense of fulfilment, glamour and security, 
even if it is tacky. 
Even the most extreme cases are called 'going 
Tr�ppo'. So, if your next door neighbour one day erects 
a g1ant Alice in Wonderland on the front lawn, or joins 
the Garden City New Christian Fellowship, or starts 
building a ferro-concrete hull on top of a hill, miles 
from the nearest water, it isn't insanity - just an indicat- · 
ion that they are no longer interested in coping with an 
unsimplified world. 
As validation and valourisation of the desperate 
conditions of existence, be they optimistic or pessi­
mistic, it is still a poetism of the same order as the 
'Holiday Queensland' mehtality. 
'The buggered-up Holden versus the imported white 
god Volvo' becomes 'the scurrilous socialist (or the 
lily-livered liberal) versus the National Party uranium 
shark (or coastal highrise aeveloper)'. 
In Queensland, with its prevailing values of pioneer 
temporality, farmyara reductienism, and belief in the 
tlivining rod, it's easy to see why the ro!e of the Peanut 
Regime is attepted as inevitable. With the gerrymander, 
it's as inevitable as the weather. Everyone can disclaim 
respoflsH5ility and whinge self-respectfully to their heart's 
oe>ntent. 
That is acceptable, but you cannot disagree. Everyone 
must take part in the make-l::>elieve, or at least appear 
haf'lf'lY, otherwise the toddling simplicity of this reassur­
illg fairytale ooulef .suddenly disappear. 
Just. lik@ kissing a eafle to,ad and having a ratoag 
appear, the Cabinet of fisning farmers, developers with 
lot::al government r@sponsibilities1 believers in faith 
nealers, backers of perpetual-motion machines, or Barrier �eef �it_ snare-holders is a monument te tne ·all-embracing Simplistic feassurances people are more than prepared to accept in the myth of Big Development equals Rosy Future. Cabinet is, above all, a monument to the self­
perpetuating gullibility of Oueenslanders, their particular aspirations and dreams, and their preferred-brand suscept­ibility to political panaceas. 
THE BIG PINEAPPLE Bruce Highway. 
Big Thin� - THE CARGO-CULT THEORY 
In the Northern State of Wishful Thinking, the Big Things are a preposterous prophesy of prosperity. Garishly 
grand big hollow dreams. When the mysterious Gods of Progress and Development are attracted by the decoys of 
larger-than-life land, they will cast their cargos of mythically rich tourists to the plaintive proprietors. 
Big plastic fake eggs to entice the jaded tourist ch ooks of the South to lay real nest eggs for the villagers. 
Meanwhile the tribal elders fashion paper power stations and brightly coloured subsidies to entice the return of the 
legendary "investors from over the big waters"." Once they appear their power is stolen by standing next to them in 
the photo for the front page of the paper. 
Big Thin� - THE TOTEM THEORY 
Cowering in the coastal metropolis in the bottom right-hand corner of Queensland, the Tribes of Brisbane are 
uneasy parasites of the encircling, enigmatic bush. In a complex ecology of fear and loathing they send the 
"primary" industries out into the ·alien landscape on sorties of pillage and looting, keeping the secondary industries 
in their city dells. 
To avoiu natural retribution, Brisbane has been surrounded with a series of Totems of the land's forces in an 
obscure arcana. The servants and clans of each Totem are bound to perform the ritual pilgrimages in holy cars and 
coaches. They palliate the anger of the Pineapple and the power of the Bee with sacrifices of virgin banknotes 
at the souvenir altars shouting the incantation, "Oh look, it's so Big", and drawing off its power with a raucus 
clattering of shutters. Having purchased a temporary peace they withdraw from the Easter Island impassivity of the 
dormant Big Totems, to shelter in the city behind their palisade of power. Every citizen relys on the size and power 
of their Totem but is in turn bound by the fear of their equally destructive force. 
Big Thin�- THE FEMINIST THEORY 
As far as I'm concerned it is appropriate for the BIG State of Queensland to be host to the BIG THINGS 
COLLECTION - symbols of female oppression. 
You may say that this is taking feminism too far. But just answer me this. Who builds BIG THINGS and why? 
Jhe irreconcilable answer- MEN who are expressing their desire to dominate women. 
A Freudian interpretation of BIG THINGS can only lead to a similar conclusion. BIG THINGS are illustrative of 
the Patriarchal Capitalist system that Queensland political culture embraces. 
There are several elements to BIG THINGS as an arm of male aggression: 
1. They are large and therefore deriving benefit from a biologically determined state of affairs that discriminates 
against wonien. 
2. They are ugly and therefore reflective of Man's obsession with female appearance. 
3. They are designed to sell a product and therefore tools of the Capitalist. And we all know that Capitalism is not 
only anti-people but first and foremostly.anti-woman. 
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The oppressive presence of BIG THINGS is yet another male tower for women to smash down in the fight for C!l 
liberation. co 
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THE OEAOLY OUVET 
FEEOS WHILE THE -EPS 
UNSUSPECTING CITY 
Slt: 
WAKE IN FRIGHT 
WITH YOUR FEATHERED FRIEND UNNATURALLy SNUG AND WARM AND ClOSE! ... 
BEFORE MY AWAKENING 
I WAS THE WINTER VOYEUR 
1 SLEPT WITH ANY WHO CAME 
TO MY BED 
PROMISCUOUS? NO! 
1 GAVE FIDELITY 
TO ALL AfiiD WAS REPA
ID BY MY 
LOVERS WITH SUMMER 
EX)LE 
YOU THINK ME AN 
AMOR:,.L
H 
KILLER, A DOONA OF 
DE 
I 
BUT WHAT IS DEATH? 
100 GEESE DIED THAT 
I MIGHT LIVE! 
NO 
PARKING 
ALL MY FEATHERS 
FLY AWAY BUT I AM 
UNDEAD! 
DOWN BUT 
R
THE SPoR:S06 .,.00WN EBELLJo r MY TO R ISE A�:URVIVE HAUNT YOURIN AND SLEEP 
Acrobatic Verse encountering Logical Semantic Elaboration Prosaic Neo-Nihilism vs. Faltering Allegorical Ego-Centricity 
9a.m, 
The very first sight is enough to inspire 
fear. The short formalised lines with 
their ragged right hand edges extend 
unstoppably. Stanza after stanza deep 
into the murky territories of selfpitying, 
adolescent angst or olde worlde self 
involved musings. Your hands begin 
to shake and move automatically to 
- turn the page, your head spins and 
wants to watch the muppets. These 
are the symptoms of poesyphobia -
the fear of pretentiovs inanity. 
. . 
NURSERY RHYMES FOR 
YOUNG NAZIS. 
-. 
• 
The forces of poetism start their attack 
on the young with a series of mind 
destroying mantras designed to lock 
unformed thinking patterns into the 
self contained simplicities of rhyme 
without reason. How can a child who 
has just learnt to mumble out an 
admission of its dribbling milk addiction 
11a.m. 
Home again. We depress our­
selves by reading out loud the 
more reactionary pieces in the 
papers. Kate vows to join the 
Media Liberation Front (Pro­
visional Wing), and cook 
Sylvia da Costa Roque in a 
fondue heater. Can I eat yet 
I another ham and cheese 
Martin succumbs to the Siren 
song of his sickly Torana. The 
weekly T.V. guide and I chase 
the sun about the yard. 
Damnation , , , still a non­
ratirlg period. Joh gets upwind 
and I remember. I remember 
how long it's been since his last 
bath. 
oissant without needing to 
, g? 
• 
be expected to successfully fight the 
behaviour modifi!=ation programs of 
Dr Seuss (alias B. F. Skinner) and old 
Ms Goose (one mother of a mind 
manipulator)? 
STRUCTURALISM FOR THE 
SIMPLE MINDED. 
With the club of metre and the baton 
of rhyme,children are coerced into an 
acceptance of the naturalness of 
formalism in communication. McLuhan 
was right, throw the message out the 
window! The point is to learn the 
rules and get your satisfaction by 
satisfying them. Poetry is the art 
where success is measured by the 
predictability or "rightness" of words 
in their formations. What perversity 
to train flexible minds to see 
"sensitivity" in formal simplicities 
rather than in understanding and 
expressing wonderful complexity with 
clarity. 
PUBESCENT POETISM. 
The hormones are wreaking havoc and 
the world is an unending series of 
embarrassing bulges. Instead of 
resolving the challenges of adult choice 
there are those who take the cop out of 
wallowihg in adolescent angst_(for up to 
40 years in some serious cases). They 
translate confusion into platitudes in a 
fatuous fantasy land where morbid 
self interest and a beret obscure the 
necessity for knowlege and analysis; 
and where verbal gymnastics are a sex 
substitute. 
NATIONALIST KNEEJERKISM 
The sleepy heat makes the view out 
the school windows wave about slowly. 
The class chants in unison out of the 
set text poetry book. "I love a 
sunburnt country" "Ned Kelly Dan 
Kelly ?teve Hart and Joe Dellesandro" 
"There was movement at the station 
for dwerd had passed around." With 
their defences dulled by heat and 
habitual fear the students are 
conditioned by the last refuge of the 
ignorant: Poetic Patriotism. "Where 
there's a will there\ a way to L.A." 
"Love You, Brisbane." The process 
continues. Advertisers know that 
putting their message into nationalist 
poetry form is safe and effective. The 
citizens have been trained to accept 
unthinkingly the ditties of jingoism 
through school summer english classes 
beyond number. 
THE COLLOQUIALIST 
HERESY 
The way poetry in its historical 
arrogance denied the ability of people 
to see, know and describe the world 
they lived and worked in was an affront 
to the idea of democracy. I neviiably 
�/,....,..! ..r.cl, 
f\�'{�� 
Noon. We are woken by a­
Kiingon attack of lawnmowers 
and church bells. Our mission 
is to boldly make tea and 
muffins, and do bathrobic 
exercises in front of the T.V. 
I feel space sick. Was Star Trek 
really funded by NASA and the 
CIA? This episode is still a fresh 
experience for Kate; only her 
second viewing, Martin and I 
A mercy dash to the shops for 
everything. Kate has a limo for 
the weekend (her parents'), I 
try to dislike big, comfortable 
cars, but hope we are spotted 
with it After ten minutes of 
landing maf)ouvres we settle 
for a holiday park. 
My turn to get the newsprint 
this week. Another diatribe 
from the shop owner and I'm 
too weak to resist, Do all news­
agents have to belong to the 
Nazi Party to stay in business? 
It isMs X on the phone. I'm 
amazed by the news about 
Frank and Mary, A good gossip 
clears the head and stirs the 
juices. We arrange a discrete 
mutual flex off on Tuesday. 
Bon appetit 
feel our lips move to the dialogue. 
The dirty dishes have barri­
caded themselves in the kitchen. 
Give into their demands or 
become primitive hunters prowl­
ing in search of take-away prey, 
6.30pm, Outrage on all fronts. 
Football replays on every 
channeL I nominate Billy Jay 
Smith for the fondue set. Martin 
curses the publishers of Do-it­
yourself Car Repairs, the National 
Party for blocking daylight 
saving, and the author of Zen 
and the Art of Motorcycle 
Maintenance. 
Another weekend down the 
dumper. I resolve to start achiev­
ing something soon. Wealth and­
fame sound nice, but I haven't 
worked out the details yet, 
and I don't want to have to 
become a Mason. 
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Lyric Romanticism (with Symphonic overbearings) performing · 
there had to be a rebellion against the 
cultural priesthood of poets with 
their secret language of "truth." Enter 
stage left the Colloquialists, here comes 
the new boss same as the old boss, 
C.j. Dennis replaces Wordsworth. 
FOLK POETISM - THE 
BULLETIN TO DYLAN. 
From the people who gave every citified 
Australian the stock route dust on their 
school shoes and their sun-bronzed­
sloth complacency came the noble 
savagery of aboriginal extermination 
and paranoid Asiaphobia. The People's 
Popular Poetry was free of 
tainting rationality. The larrikin 
bush troubadours gave the country 
an emotively reactionary voice to shout 
with in Pubs and Parliaments. In a 
disturbed use of the Marxist's" If it 
comes from the people it must be 
right;' slogan, the Folkist tradition 
dresses up common (non) sense into 
arty clothes to replace debate or 
thought. In a cynical modern world 
the process continues with folk heroes 
of the Bob Dylan school stealing the 
political voice of the People and 
Poeticising it to the Point of 
imPenetrable imPotence. 
THE DECLINE AND FALL OF 
THE RHYMIN'EMPIRE. 
Consider the dark ages. Poetry and 
the church rule the minds of the 
peasants with whimsical cruelty. So 
humanism and the novel were invented 
to introduce the idea of the individual 
and Narrative Rationalism. Exit the 
absolute dictatorship of the institution 
and the epic poem. Rationality begets 
Science, Science begets Technology. 
Technology begets Photography, Radio, 
Offset Prose Printing and Television. 
Each new medium takes a piece of the 
old Poesy Gang's turf. Poetry becomes a 
hollow giant with little purpose and 
only the little bit of lyricism that 
nobody else wanted. It's got the empty 
conceit of impoverished old nobility 
and is dangerous when it gets hold of 
a synthesizer and a severe haircut. 
POETRY AS A MIND JAMMING 
VIRUS. 
Now the virus works by sending its 
inert information into host cells which 
it takes over to produce more viral 
information. Consider the poem which 
enters the weakened mind. Its mystical 
simplicity and sublime distortion take 
over and create another poet who in 
turn sends out spores of poetism. The 
mechanism is much the same as that 
used in the propagation of religion and 
doctrinaire politicals and while they can 
often pretend to be opposites all three 
mind-parasite systems are mere variants 
in a process of aquiescence. 
WE ARE ALL OF US POETS 
BUT SOME OF US LIE DOWN 
IN THE GUTTER AND LOOK 
AT THE PASSING CARS 
No matter how prosaic you feel, 
creeping poetism infests your life. 
You will be quietly enjoying a piece 
of writing without realising that it is 
prose poetry, literature's cuckoo. You 
may not notice that the painting that 
has ingratiated itself into your affection 
is a poetic agent of influence. The 
architecture of your surroundings may 
be just concrete poems {if you will 
excuse the expression} using the same 
formalist distortions to subvert your 
response. 
SOPHISTRY AND PSALMISTRY 
- RENEGADE RHETORIC. 
"Hmmm, that's apposite." you say, and· 
immediately the warning bells ring. 
Whenever the warm inner glow of a 
successful poetic invasion is detected 
fight back! All that has happened is 
that you have been compromised by 
an insulting bypassing of your mind. 
The opportunities and mechanisms of 
latter day poetism are legion. Wherever 
the methodology of an art overcomes 
its content there is the breeding ground 
of poetry. The persuasiveness of the 
ringing phrase; the emotive slogan ism 
of political language; the beguiling 
patterns of religious literature- they 
are all your enemy attacking your 
aesthetic weakness. Be particularly 
warned about alcohol, a poetic fifth 
column in your consciousness. 
POST-POETISM - THE THIRD 
WORD WAR 
The Price of Freedom From Poetry Is 
Eternal Vigilance and Militant 
Philistinism! Humankind has come 
a long way from the sf ings and arrows 
of outrageous primitivism, and its 
growth can be divided into three periods 
of development - separated by the two 
great battles over language. The first 
human epoch was pre-language and the 
first verbal struggle was the invention 
of language itself, the mystical power 
of naming. This ushered in the age 
of mysticism and culture wherein 
civilisation was invented. The Second 
War of Words was the development 
of printing and this and all subsequent 
mass media created mass civilisation 
or popular culture. We now arrive at 
the Third World War which rages about 
us even now. Will you join with the· 
forces of reason and freedom at the 
barricades? Will You Fight to Throw 
Off the Shackles of Poetism and make 
Language the Tool of the Mind and not 
its Master? 
MUPP 
It's official. The Hawke Govern­
ment has created its own Ministry 
of Truth, so that the people of 
Australia can be confident in 
their government. 
This Ministry of Truth (otherwise 
known as the Government Media 
Liaison Service) is not to be confused 
with Fraser's Ministry of Truth (remem­
bered as the Government lnformati on 
Unit). 
The role of the current Ministry is 
to inform and educate the electorate, 
whereas the previous Ministry was 
involved in the brainwashing and 
deception of the people of Australia .. 
The role and· function of the new 
Ministry of Truth is well illustrated 
by its early advice to the Government. 
This advice is to the effect that the 
people of Australia would best under­
stand the actions of their politicians 
if the Government has an image which 
is sanitized, familar and safe for the 
children. And, in a stroke of media 
genius unequalled since the last re­
fused press conference, it was decided 
that the image which would best suit 
the Hawke Government is that of the 
Muppet Show. 
To start with some of the lesser 
stars, Senator Gareth Evans is almost 
typecast as the Great Gonzo. The 
flamboyant Attorney-General shares 
many characteristics with the vibrant, 
purple turkey of the Muppet Show. 
Both entertain the audience, distract 
the rest of the cast from their scripts 
and tend to attract the spotlight with 
some fairly remarkable stunts. 
It's just too easy to see the Great 
Gonzo enjoying himself at Constitu­
tional Conventions, throwing cameras 
at the Tasmanians and juggling Acts of 
Parliament, personal files and Royal 
Commissions while whistling "Won't 
you come home Bill Bailey". And the 
Attoney General's Senatorial style could 
be lifted straight from the Great Gonzo's 
book of negotiating skills. 
From the superactivity of the AG as 
the GG the contrast with Sam the 
Eagle is obvious. The solemnity and 
conviction of the Eagle counterpoint 
the vibrant zeal of the Turkey perfectly. 
While not quite as typecast as Evans, 
Tom Uren is the definitive Sam the . 
Eagle. Both are serious, concerned and 
blessed with a social conscience. Both 
have eyebrows which command respect 
and voices which prove that the medium 
is the message. Many have scorned Sam 
the Eagle, but he survives from series to 
series, largely unchanged - a voice of · 
certainty and continuity. Many deride 
Tom Uren, but his principles, like 
Sam's morality, are a cornerstone and 
reference point for the whole show .. 
But for repetition, if not certainty, 
you just can't go past Scooter and Paul 
Keating. Scooter talks of little other 
than the rent, responsibility and logi­
stics; the Treasurer thinks of little 
else than deficits, responsibility and rat­
ionalisation. Scooter answers to his . 
uncle who owns the theatre; Keating's 
relationship with John Stone, who 
manages the Treasury, is remarkably 
similar. 
And on to the star of the show -
R.J. L. Hawke. Having "borrowed" most 
of Neville Wran's staff, he has better 
writers than Fossie Bear, but an .iden­
tical approach to the stage. Fossie 
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"the Bear with more" is an inveterate 
joke-teller who compulsively laughs at 
his own gags while waiting for the 
masses to perceive his wit. 
Fossie changes the script to set .his 
lines in a better light, but in so doing, 
puts the rest of the cast on edge. Bob 
Hawke's overseas trip had a similar 
effect. 
Nevertheless, there is friction be­
tween Hawke and his caucus, and 
while Kermit can smoothe it over on 
the Muppets, there is no Labor MP 
spending much time in Australia who 
can do it in caucus. 
Which brought the Ministry of Truth 
to the question of which Muppet best 
sui.ts Bill Hayden. Which Muppet will 
always be remembered as holding the 
show together in times of trouble, as 
sorting out conflicts between different 
characters, as being honest to the 
audience and generous . to the cast? 
Kermit the Frog, of course. The 
only problem for the Ministry of 
Truth is that Hayden can't really be 
Kermit while Hawke is the. elected 
leader. He may have the qualities of a 
good troupe leader, but he didn't get 
the votes when it mattered. , 
So, in the interests of apparent 
unity, the Ministry of Truth recom­
mended that Hayden be appointed 
Foreign Affairs Minister and spend 
lots of time ·overseas. This· would 
take Kermit-apparent away from the 
scene, and leave the boisterous Bear 
to run the show. 
Now all that remains for the Min­
istry is to sell the Muppet image to the 
electorate and advertising time. to some 
friendly corporations. The only quest­
ion is; will the people accept a: Muppet 
show without the frog? 
Or more to the point, can the show 
survive without Kermit? 
ART HERE- NO GIMMICKS Main' Street, Kangaroo Point. 
The Treasury Hotel had closed its doors. I was 
sitting on the Treasury rank, the sandstone 
columns of the Treasury building its�lf lending 
their dignity to my profession as they have 
done to generations who have tried to make 
their living taking the citizens of Brisbane to 
one place or another. 
They came staggering across the road with a carton 
of Fourex. 
"Open the boot, mate!" He was knocking on the 
window beside me. Put a carton in the boot? I thought. 
Unusual practice, but anything to keep 'em happy. 
·I got out and opened the boot, and the carton went 
in. They both sat in the back. Why they couldn't put 
the beer on the seat between them I knew not, but 
thought it politic not to ask, as I had already detect­
ed the recognisable undertones of drunken aggression 
in the more talkative one. This was Keith. He was 
going to be with me for a long tiine. 
"They'll be right there, Spence," he said, referring 
to the precious cargo, "I'll give you half a dozen when 
we get to your place." 
"Now driver, we're goin' to West End first, then 
I'm goin' on to Salisbury. And I want you to stop at 
a florist on the way." 
"A florist! Listen mate, it's after 10 o'clock, you 
won't find a florist open." 
"PLEASE DRIVER!" He was insistent. 
I was taken aback. Here was an aggressive drunk, 
demanding the impossible after pub-closing time. 
Suddenly I felt weak and alone. 
"O.K. mate, if we pass a florist that's open, I'll 
stop." It's always better to agree in the first instance 
and hope they'll forget the promise by journey's end. 
������ 
Down Melbourne Street there was a decided lack 
of open florists. By the time we reached the pokey 
West End sidestreet where the second man was to get 
out, the concept of florists had been overshadowed 
by an argument between the two of them about 
the ownership of the beer in the boot. It was a fami­
liar theme at this time of night, and so I thought it 
best to simply open the boot and let them sort it 
out. Five minutes rest, with the meter on detention 
time. I sat back behind the wheel, cut the engine and 
waited to begin the next part of the journey. 
The muffled sounds of their argument, however, 
gave no indication of an easy solution. Their dis­
course grew louder and more distinct. 
, . Keith, glowing from his moral victory, put the car­
. ton on the back seat and sat in the front. "Now driver 
. I'm going to see a shiela in Salisbury. Got it writte� 
down here somewhere." · 
• 
�e fis�ed In his pockets and produced a card. 
Scnbbled m pencil was a woman's name and address. 
As I handed the card back to him I noticed, printed 
on the reverse side; NEW PARADISE Health Studio. 
Massage and Sauna, all hours. 
"Now driver, I want to stop and pick up some 
flowers before we get there." 
"Look mate. You won't get a florist open this 
time of night." 
"Please, driver!" 
I decided to try diplomacy again. Divide and ·rule. 
"Alright mate, if we see a florist open, I'll stop. 
You watch that side, I'll watch this side." 
That blunted the edge. of his insistence for a mile 
or two, but he didn't seem likely to forget his request, 
so I tried hard to come up with a compromise. 
"Look mate, why don't you take her a box of 
ch
_
oc�lates? w� probably won't fmd a florist open 
th1s time of mght. Box of chocolates is as good as a 
bunch of flowers any time." 
"Chocolates?" he queried. Then subsided for a 
while, presumably with the image of himself arriving 
thus laden at her door. I sensed that the image satis­
: fied him. 
"There's a milk bar just down from Chardon's 
Comer," I suggested, "they're always open late. 
They've probably got chocolates." 
He grunted affirmatively in reply. With relief and 
a growing conviction that this one wasn't going t� get 
the better of me, I pulled up at the cafe. Kei.th went 
in to examine the confectionery shelf. It had been a 
long day, and I was looking forward to the end of 
this journey, and sleep. 
I half dozed until I heard someone say "Where do 
you want these?" 
"What?" I uttered. 
"The eggs. Where will I put 'em?" 
A shopkeeper in a white apron was holding a large 
open carton of thirty eggs. "The bloke said to put 
'em in the taxi." 
All suddenly became clear. I'd picked up a bower 
bird. "On the back seat, mate." 
Keith came out to the car and showed me two large 
blocks of chocolate. "Do you reckon these'll do 
driver? They haven't got any boxes." ' 
"Yeah, beaut, mate. I reckon she'll like them," 
I said, as convincingly as I could. 
He threw the chocolate bars one the back seat 
between the eggs and the beer. 
"You ready to go.?" I asked. 
"Just a minute, mate. Got some fish and chips 
comin'. I was feelin' a bit hungry. You hungry?" 
"No. Thanks." 
After a further wait, he came back to the car with 
a large parcel of fish and chips and a lemon. 
"Thank you, driver." 
_Quite a c�ange fro� the original intention i:o lUTlVe romantically, bearmg flowers. Our Keith would 
b� calli?g on his sweetheart, if indeed she was that, 
w1th nme bottles of beer, thirty eggs, two bars of 
chocolate, a parcel of fish and chips and a lemon 
"Feelin' a bit peckish, driver," he' said as he un: 
rav�lled the butcher's paper. "Got a penknife?" No. What do you want a penknife for?" 
"Cut the lemon." 
There was no stopping him. He bit the lemon 
open with his te�th and ravenously attacked the 
seafood. 
"Got a bottle-opener, mate?" 
"No." 
"Well, can you just stop over there for a minute?" 
He took a bottle of bear from the carton opened 
it on a low fence near a park, and got back in. ' 
"Thank you, driver." 
By now I was ready for anything. As we completed 
the l<;tSt half mile of the journey, he was contentedly 
chewmg away on a prawn cutlet and guzzling a cold 
ale. I was really looking forward to the end of my 
shift. 
I pulled up outside the designated house. It was in 
total darkness. 
"Geez, this don't look too good" he said as he 
went to ring the doorbell. He stood' there for some­
thing like �ive minutes, inte�ittently ringing the bell 
and k_no�kmg. I began to desue sleep with a passion. 
The tlckmg of the meter and the.promise of eventual 
payment were all that kept me awake. 
Finally, as lights came on in the surrounding houses 
and inquisitive heads appeared at windows, Keith 
decided to give it away. 
"Can't understand it, driver. She· said she'd be 
home." 
"Where do we go now?" I asked, no longer able 
to hide my tiredness. 
"Tell you what, take me to Mt Gravatt. Mate o' 
mine there'll put me up for the night." 
If he'd said 'back to the city' I would have been 
more than pleased. But no, it· had to be Mt Gravatt. 
There's nowhere farther from home than Mt Gravatt. 
And where would it be when we found his mate 
wasn't home? - Capalaba? I could see myself driving 
till daw·n. 
I broke the land speed record from Salisbury to 
Mt Gravatt- He directed me to a house just off Creek 
Road. 
"There's no lights on," I informed him, bracing 
himself for the trip to Capalaba, or some even more 
inhospitable destination. 
· 
"No, she'll be right, driver. The car's there. just 
hope his old lady doesn't wake up. She's a bloody 
wowser." 
He went to ring the doorbell. A light came on and 
I relaxed, calculating how many minutes it would be 
before I could rest my head on my pillow. I heard 
the murmur of a welcoming voice and stopped the 
meter. Keith came back to the car and paid the fare. 
. "Alf'll put me up for the night. Now can you just giVe me a hand to carry this stuff inside?" 
That was the breaking point. 
"Look mate, I'm a taxidriver, not a delivery boy!" 
"Please driver." 
"Look, I'll help you get the stuff out of the cab 
but I'm not carryin' it inside." ' 
"Ok mate, ok. Won't be a minute, Alf." 
I put the carton with the remaining bottles of 
beer on the footpath as he gathered the fish and 
chips - J?.alf eaten and hastily re-wrapped - the two 
chocolate bars, the thirty eggs, the lemon, and the 
e�pty ?ottle from ·his front seat banquet. He stood 
w1th th1s armful, the beer at his feet, not quite know­
ing which to carry in first. 
Free at last, I got back in the car for the last jour-
ney of the night. . 
Suddenly, another light came on in the house. A 
woman's voice said sternly, "Alf! Who's that? If 
that's your drunken .mate Keith, you can tell him to 
get back in the cab and go somewhere else. I'm not 
puttin' up with him again." 
Keith heard all this and stood motionless on the 
footpath, looking from Alf to me and back again. 
Then she appeared beside Alf on the landing. 
"You're not bringin' that beer into this house, Keith. 
I warned you last time!" 
"Just a minute, driver," Keith implored, as a half 
dozen of the eggs fell out of their container and 
smashed on the concrete beside the beer carton. 
But I had worked long and hard for my freedom. 
Nothing could stop me now. 
I put my foot on the accelerator. 
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J o pulled the warm polystyrene box out of the 
paper packet, and fought back a momentary 
masochistic impulse to bite straight into the synthetic 
packaging. Her gums tingled. She resisted (as usual) 
and bit instead into the bland white bun of the burger 
inside. 
Her friend Carolyn reckoned that the bun and the 
box were made in the same factory - the bun the 
byproduct of the box. But they still ate them - a lot. 
Carolyn was in there now buying french fries. They 
usually bought one item at a time, taking it out to the 
mall to sit and eat - unconsciously drawing out the 
process. This burger had taken less than sixty seconds 
from order to arrival, but J o chewed slowly: fast food 
for people with time to kill. 
Carolyn returned with the chips and they sat 
together swallowing the familiar food and the familiar 
musak - noticing neither. Before the mall was built 
they used to go to Indooroopilly Shoppingtown for 
something to do. It wasn't much different here. They 
began to drift into the numbness they had learned to 
like in front of endless commercial breaks on daytime 
television. 
A man outside a discount store began shouting into 
a microphone. J o got up and dropped the cardboard 
and paper and polystyrene into a bin, and wandered 
over to the racks of two dollar earrings. She turned the 
stands slowly, looking for something. Carolyn went 
for a Coke. -
They watched ads for new movies on a bank of 
video screens for a while, and flipped through the racks 
at Miss Brisbane and Sportsgirl. J o stole a packet of 
cigarettes from a newsagen t. They tapped on the glass 
of the fish tanks outside Jimmy Lee's and laughed 
at the smug-suited people inside. They walked round a 
leisure centre and then up to the station. 
On the train home they ate Mars bars - still hungry. 
\ CoNSUME .. · ·  
1'1-fEREf="ORE 
AM .. - · 
Sasha M1ddleton 
King Billy 
at Royal 
OJeensland 
• 
Huddled under a tree during 
torrential rain at the end of the 
13th hole was a test of manhood. 
Do we step out into the rain and 
play on? Amazingly, the four 
behind us played on, seemingly 
oblivious to the rain, not hurrying 
their shots, and putting shit on us. 
At this point you realize why so 
many golfers are old rugby players. 
Golf gives them an opportunity 
to di.:;play the same gung-ho grit 
which is a prerequisite for success 
in the boardroom as well as the 
playing fields. 
And to put it bluntly, golf is hardly 
the. working person's sport. A set of 
clubs will· cost a couple of hundred 
dollars, and green fees on the weekend 
are'around 10 or 11 dollars. 
Of course you can always join a club, 
cost about $350. The major hitch here 
is that you have to be nominated, and 
then have your nomination considered 
by the committee. In other words you 
need to know someone before they 
let you in. Most clubs aren't too bad, 
but some stuffed shirts still bar solid 
citizens because of their ethnic back­
ground. The application of a prominent 
Brisbane hairdresser was held up at one 
Brisbane club for years while committee 
members pondered whether he was a 
fit and proper person. And, on an inter­
state note, try getting into Royal Syd­
ney if your name is Epstein. 
But times are changing in the golfing 
kingdom, albeit slowly. _Finance is a 
long term problem, so about ten years 
ago the clubs introduced a massive cut 
price rate during the week. This seemed 
fairly good sense, gi.ven that these 
vast tracts of prime land were being 
used only two days a week. 
As a result, if you meet the dress 
requirements and have a friend with a 
set of clubs, you can get in to the 
links for a couple of dollars. And golf 
is an excellent sport to play, given that 
the major skill required is hand/eye 
coordination and not brute strength. 
There's a great deal of Zen in success­
ful golfing, if you can get your swing 
going and your eye in. Only a spiritual 
pygmy could not respond to a thumping 
wood or three iron shot. 
Golf is far more of a participation 
sport than a visual or aural spectacle. 
Like anglers, golfers are incredible bores 
once they start on the intricacies of 
their game. 
It's like an inner sanctum. Those in 
the know understand the significance 
of a chip shot from the bunker of the 
18th. And the place to pontificate over 
these intricacies is, of course, the 
clubhouse. 
One thing about golf clubs is that 
they all have very pleasant clubhouses. 
Take the one at Long Pocket, for 
example. You can sit on the verandah 
and look over the course to the Brisbane 
River and beyond to Mt. Tamborine. 
It's not unpleasant after you've just 
walked about twelve kilometres chasing 
a little white ball with a stick. 
And golf clubs are still up-market 
watering holes. In late afternoon (and 
sometimes earlier) the Volvos roll 
into the car park, and the occupants 
then disperse to the bar to publicly 
ponder when their boy John Howard 
will make his move and give that pinko 
Peacock the bum's rush. These people 
know that golf belongs to them and 
will glare at anyone they think doesn't 
belong. The clubhouse went silent for 
one poor bastard wearing a 4ZZZ 
sweatshirt. 
But even if you weren't brought up in 
a golfing family and your peer group 
avoids the links, it's not hard to become 
a golfer. It is, above all else, a very 
pleasant way to get exercise. And who 
knows? Maybe in the future they 
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